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To my Lady ^ ^ 

Madam, 

Y our commands for tHe gathering thefe fficks 
into a faggot had fooner been obeyed ; but, in- 
tending to prefent you \vith my whole vintage, I Hayed 
till the lateil grapes were ripe : for, here your Ladyfliip 
has not only all I have done, but all I ever mean to do 
of this kind. Not but that I may defend the attempt I 
have made upon Poetry, by the examples (not to trouble 
you with hiftory) of many wife and worthy perfons oi 
our own times ; as Sir Philip Sidney, Sir Francis Ba- 
con, Caidinal Perron (the ablcft of his countrymen), 
and the former Pope; who, they fay, inHead of the triple 
crown, wore fometimes tlie Poet*s ivy, as an ornament, 
perhaps, of lefTer weight and trouble. But, Madam, 
thefe Nightingales Aing only in the fpring ; it was the 
diverlion of their youth ; as Ladies learn to fing, and 
play, when they are children, what they forget when 
they aie women. The refemblance holds further; for 
as you quit the lute the fooner, becaulc the poHure is 
fufpetfled to draw the body awry ; fo this is not always 
pra6lifed without fome villany to the mind ; wreHing it 
from prefent occafions ; and accuftoming us to a Hyle 
fomewhat removed from common ufe* But that you 
may not think his cafe deplorable who had made verfes; 
we are told, that Tully (the greateH Wit among the Ro- 
mans) was once fick of this difeafe ; and yet recovered 
fo well, that of almoH as bad a Poet as your Icrvant, he 
B z became 
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became the mofl perfed Orator in the v/orld. So that, 
not fo much to have made verfes, as not to give over 
in time, leases a man without excufe : the former j)re- 
fenting us with an opportunity at leafl of doing wifely, 
that is, to conceal thofc we have made ; which ^ I Ihjlll 
yet do, if my humble lequefl may be of as much force 
with your Ladylhip, as your commands have been with 
me. Madam, I only v hifpcr thefe in your ear ; if you 
pubiifh them, they are your own : and therefore, as 
you apprehend the reproach of a Wit and a Poet, call 
them into the fire : oi, if they come where green 
boughs are in the- chimney, with the help of your fair 
friends, (for, thus bound, it will be too hard a talk 
lor yoiu hands alone) tear them in pieces, wherein you 
v/iil honour me with the fate of Orpheus ; for fo hb 
Poems, w’hereof we only hear the foim, (not his limbs, 
as the ibry will have it) I fuppofe were fcattered by the 
Tin acian dames. Kcic, MaduxUi, I might take an op- 
portanity to celebrate your virtues, and to inftrudl: you 
how unhappy you aie, in that you know not who you are : 
how much } ou excel the moil excellent of yoai own, 
and how much you amaze the kail inclined to wonder 
of our, fex. But as they will be apt tu take your Lady- 
fhip’s foi a Roman name, fo would they belie\e that I 
endeavoured the chaiaLi^r of a peifJt N*}mph, wor- 
Ihippcd an image of ra}' o\^n iiuiking, and dedicated 
this to the Lady of the brain, not of the heait, of 
Your Lad^, iliip^s 

moH humble Servant, 

K D M. W L L E Rt 
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PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST EDITION OF 

MR, WALLER’S POEMS, 

AFTER THE RESTORATIONS 
Riinted in the Year 1664. 

W HEN llie Author of thefe Tcrfes (written only 
to pleafe himfelf, and fuch particular pei Tons 
to whom they were direded) returned from abroad 
fome yeais fince, he was troubled to find Lis name ia 
Print; but, fomewhat fatisfied, to fee his Lines fo ill 
rendered that he might juftly difown them ; and fay to 
a mifiaking Printer, as * one did to an ill Reciter, 

* » recitas, incipit efie tuus. 

Having been ever fince prefied to coned the manv and 
grofs faults (fiich as ufe to be in imprcifions wholly 
negleded by the Authors) ; his anfwer was, that he 
made thefe when ill Verfes had more fmor, and 
efcaped better, than good ones do in this age ; the fe« 
verity whereof he thought not unhappily diverted by 
thofe faults in the iinpreffion, which hitherto have 
hung upon his Book, as the Turks hang old rags, or 

* Martial, Lib. i. Ep. 35, 

Bs 
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fuch-Iike ugly things, upon their fairell horfes, and 
other goodly creatures^ to fecure them againfi: fafcina- 
tion. And, for thofe of a moie confined underlland- 
ing, who pretend not to cenfure , as they admire moil 
what they leall compiehend, fo, his verfes (maimed to 
that degree that himfelf fcarce knew what to make of 
many of them) might, that way at leaft, have a title 
to feme admiration . which is no fmajl matter, if what 
an old Autlior obfeives be true, that the aim of Ora- 
tors, is vidlory 3 of Hiflorians, truth ; and of Poets, 
admiration. He had reafon therefoxe to indulge thofe 
faults in his Book, whereby it might be reconciled to 
fome, and commended to others. 

The Printer alfo he thought w ould fare the worfe, if 
thofe faults were amended ; for we fee maimed ftatues 
fell better than whole ones ; and clipped and wafhed 
money goes about, when the entire and weighty lies 
hoarded up. 

Thefc are the reafons which for above twelve years 
pad he has oppofod to our requeft , to i>ihich it was re- 
plied. that as It would be too late to recall that which 
had fo long been made public ; fo, might it find ex- 
cufe fiom his youth, the feafon it was produced in* 
And, foi what had been done fince, and now added, 
if it commend not his Poetiy, it might his Philofophy, 
which teaches him fo chearfully to bear fo great a ca- 
lamity, as the lofs of the bell part of his fortune, tom 
from him in prifon (in \diich, and in banifhmeiit, 
fhe bed portion of his life iiath alfo been fpent), that 

he 
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lie can Ml fing nnder the burthen, not unlike that 
Roman 

« Quern dimifcre Philippi 

Pecifis humilem pennis, inopemque paterni 

Et Earis, & fundi. ^ 

Whofe fpreading wings the civil war had clip’d^ 
And him of his old patrimony ftrip’d 5 

Who yet not long after could fayj> 

Mufis amicus, triftitiam 8c metus 

Tradam protervis in mare Creticum 

Portare ventis * ^ * Lib* I. Ode xxvi. 

They that acquainted with the Mufes be. 

Send care, and forrow, by the winds to fea« 

TMot fo much moved with thefe reafons of ours (or 
pleas'd with our rhymes) as wearied with our impor- 
tunity, he has at laft given us leave to alTure the 
Reader, that the Poems which have been fo long, and 
fo ill fet forth under his name, are here to be found as 
he fiiil writ them : as alfo, to add fome others which 
have fince been compofed by him. And though his 
advice to the contrary might have difeouraged us ; yet, 
obferving how often they have been reprinted, what 
price they have borne, and how earneftly they have been 

^ Horace, Lib. II. Epiit. iL 

B 4* 
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always inquired after, but efpeciaily of late; (making 
good that of Horace, 

Meliora dies, ut vina, poemata reddit : 

Lib. IL Epid. i. 

Some verfes being, like fome vines, recommended 
to our tafte by time and age/') 

We have adventured upon this new and wdl-correded 
Edition ; which, for our own fakes as well as thine, 
we hope will fucceed better than he apprel:ended. 

Vivitur ingenio, castera mortis erunu 

Al*5INOVANUS, 


P R E-. 
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PREFACE 

TO TKE SECOND PART OF 

MR; V/ A L L E R ^ S P O E M S 

Fiiated in the Tear i«}90, 

T he Reader needs be told no more in comniendsi. 

tion of thefe Poems, than that they aie Mr. Wal^ 
let’s : a name that carries eveiy thing in it that is either 
great, or graceful, in Poetry ! He was indeed the Pa- 
rent of Englifh Verie, and the firft that Hrewed us our 
Tongue had Beauty, and Numbers, in it. Our lan- 
guage owes more to Him than the French does to Ca3> 
dinal Richelieu and the w^hole Acadcir5j% A Poet 
cannot think of Him, without being in the fame rap- 
tuie Lucretius is in, when Epicurus comes in his way; 

Tu pater, & rerum im^'entor ; Tu patria nobis 
Siippeditas praecepla ; tuifque ex, Inclutc ! cliartiS;i 
Floiiferis ut apes in faltibus omnia libant. 

Omnia nos itidem depafcimur aurea difta ; 

Aur^a I perpetua femper dignilEma vita i 

Lib. III. ver. 9. 

The Tongue came into His hands, like a rough dia- 
mond : He polifhed it £rll j and to that degiee, that all 
artihs lince him have admired the workmanlhip, with- 
out pretending to mend it. Suckling and Carew, I 

muft 
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irnift confefs, wrote 'fome few things fmoothlj enough; 
bur, as all they did in this kind was not very confider- 
able; fo it was a little later than the earlieft pieces of 
Mr* Waller* He undoubtedly flands firll in the lift of 
.refiners; ands for aught I know, lafttoo; for I quef- 
don, whether in Charles the fecond's reign, Enghlh 
did not come to its full peifcdion ; and whether it has 
not had its Auguftan Age, as well as the Latin* It 
feems to be already mixed with foreign languages as 
far as its purity will bear ; and, as Chemifts fay of their 
Menftruums, to be quite fated with the infuftoii* But 
pofterity will beft judge of this. In the mean time, it 
■is a furprizing refledlion, that between what Spenfer 
wrote laft, and Waller firft, theie fhould not be much 
aboi^e twenty years diftance; and yet the one's lan- 
guage, like the money of that time, is as current now 
as ever ; whilft the other's words are like old coins, one 
muft go to an antiquary to underftand their true mean- 
ing and value. Such advances may a great Genius 
make, when it undertakes any thing in earneft I 

Some Painters will hit the chief lines and mafter- 
ilrokes of a face fo truly, that through aU the differ- 
ences of age, the pi^fture fliall ftill bear a refemblance. 
This art was Mr. Waller's : He fought out, in this 
Bowing Tongue of ours, what parts would laft, and 
be of Handing ufe and ornament : and this he did fo 
fuccefsfully, that his language is now as frefli as it was 
at firft fetting out, Weie we to judge barely by the 
wording, we could not know what was wrote at twen- 
ty^ and what at fourfeoxe. He complains;, indeed, of 

a tide 
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a tide of words that comes in upon the Englilh Poet, 
and overflows whatever he builds: but this was lefs 
His cafe than any man"^ that ever wrote ; and the 
mifchief of it is, this veiy complaint will laft long 
enough to confute itfelf : for, though EngHfh be moul- 
dering flone, as he tells us there, yet he has certainly 
picked the befl out of a bad quairy* 

We are no lefs beholden to Him for' the new turn oF 
Verfe, which he brought in, and the improvement he 
made in our Numbers, Before His' time, men rhymed 
indeed, and that was all : as for the harmony of mea- 
fure, and that dance of words, which good ears are fo 
' much pleafed with, they knew nothing of it. Their 
Poetry then was made up almoft entirely of monofylla- 
bles; which when they come together in. any duller, are 
^ certainly the moll harfh untuneable things in the world* 
If any man doubts of this, let him read ten lines in 
.Donne, and he will be quickly convinced. Befides, 
their verfes ran all into one another ,• and hung toge- 
ther, throughout a whole, copy, like the hooked Atoms 
that corapofe a Body in Defcartes. There was no 
dillindion of parts, no regular Hops, nothing for the 
ear to reft upon : but, as foon as the copy began, down 
it went, like a larum, incelTantly ; ^nd the reader was 
fure to be out of breath, before he got to the. end of it* 
So that really Verfe in thole days was but do^n-rigbt 
profe, tagged with rhymes. Mr* Waller removed all theie 
faults; Wught in more polyljdlables, and fmoother 
meafures; bound up his thoughts better; and in a 
cadence more agreeable to the nature of the Verle He 

wrote 
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wrote in : fo that where-ever the natural flops of that 
were. He contrived the little breakings of His fenfe fo 
as to fall in with them. And foi that rcafon, fince the 
flrefs of our Verfe lies cominonV upon the Lift fyllable, 
you will hardly ever And Him ufing a word of no force 
there. I would fay, if I were not afraid the* reader 
would think me too nice, that He commonly clofes 
with Vtibs^ in which we know the life of language 
confifls. 

Among other impiovemcnts, we may reckon that ot 
his rhymes: which arc always good, and very often 
the better foi being new. He had a fine ear, and knew* 
how quickly that fenfe was cloyed by the fame round 
of chiming woids fliii returning upon it. It is a decid- 
ed cafe by the Great Mailer of writing, ^ Qua' funt 
ampla,. & puichra,. diu placeie poflunt; qua? lepida 
& concinna,’’ (amongll winch Rh} me niiift,. whether 
it will or no, take its place) cito fatictatc aiTicumt 
aurium fenfum faftidiolillimum.’' This he under- 
flood very well : and therefore, to take off the danger 
of a forfeit that way, flrove to pleafe by vaiiety, and 
new founds. Had he carried this obfervation, among 
others, as far as it would go, it miifl, methinks, ha\e 
fliown him the incuiabie fault of this jingling kind of 
Poetry; and have led his later judgment to Blank 
Verfe. But He continued an obftinate lover of Rh} me 
to the very lafl ; it was a iniilrefs that never appeared 
unhandfome in His eyes; and was courted by Him 

* Cicero ad Herennium, L iv. 

long 
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long after SacharilTa was forfakon- He liad raifed it, 
and brought it to that perfedion we now enjoy it in ; 
and the Poet's temper (which has always a little vanity 
in it) would not fuiFer Him ever to flight a thing He 
had taken fo much pains to adorn. My Lord Rofcom- 
mon was more impartial : no man ever rhymed truer 
and evener than he : yet he is fo jull as to confefs, 
that it is but a trifle; and to wilh the tyrant dethroned, 
and Blank Verfe fet up in its room. There is ^ a third 
perfon, the living glory of our Englifh Poetry, who 
has difclaimed the nfe of it upon the Stage : though no 
man ever employed it there fo happily as he. It was 
the ftrength of his Genius, that firfl: brought it into 
credit in Plays ; and it is the force of his example that 
has thrown it out again. In other kinds of writing, it 
continues Hill; and will do fo, till fome excellent fpi- 
rit arifes, that has leiAire enough, and refolution to 
break the Charm, and free us from t?ie troublefbme 
bondage of rhyming, as Mr. Milton very well calls it ; 
and has proved it as well, by what he has wrote ia 
another w^ay. But this is a thought for times at fome 
diflance^ the prefent age is a little too warlike ; it may 
perhaps furnijlh out matter for a good Poem in the next, 
but it will hardly encourage one now : without pro- 
phefying, a man may eafiJy know what fort of laurels 
are like to be in requell. 

Whiift I am talking of Verfe, I find myfelf, I do not 
know how, betrayed into a great deal of profe. i in- 

^ Mr. Diyden. 

tended 
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tended no more than to put the Reader in mind w6gr 
jpefpedl was due to any thing that fell from the pen of 
Mr. Waller. I have heard his lad: printed copies^ 
which are added in the fevcral editions of his poems, very 
nightly fpoken of ; but ceitainly tnr 'do not deferve it.. 
They do indeed difeover thcmicives tu . e his laft, and 
that is the worft we dan fay of thena. is there 

* Jam fenior ; fed croda Deo \ iridifque fcneclus. 

The fame cenfure perhaps will be pafTed on the 

pieces of this Second Part, T fhall not fo far engage 
for them, as to pietcnd they are all equal to whatever 
he wrote in the vigor of his youth : yet, they are fo 
much of a piece with the reft, that any man will at hrll 
fight know them to be Mr. Waller*s> Some of them 
v/ere wrote very early, but not pat into former collec- 
tions, for reafons obvious enough, but which are now 
eeafed. The play t was altered to pleafe the Court ; 
it is i>ot to be doubted who fat for the Two Brothers* 
charaders. It was agreeable to the fweetnefs of Mr. 
Wa!ier*s temper, to foften the rigor of the Tiagedy, 
as he exprefles it : but, whether it be fo agreeable to 
the nature of Tragedy itfelf to make every thing come- 
off eafily, I leave to the Critics, in the Prologue, and 
Epilogue, there are a few veifes that he has made ufe of 
upon another occafion : but, the Reader maybe pkafed 
to allow that in Him, that has been allowed fo long in 
Homer, and Lucretius. Exad writers drefs up their 

* Virg. JEn, vi. 304. 

4 The Maid’s Tragedy which does not come within the 
plan of the prefent publication# 

the limits 

u 
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thouglits fo very well always, that, when they have 
need of the fame fenfe, they cannot put it into other 
words, but it muH be to its prejudice. Care has been 
taken in this Book to get together every thing of Mr. 
Waller's that is not put into the former colledion : fo 
that between both, the Reader may make tlie fet 
complete. 

It will perhaps be contended after all, that ibme of 
thefe ought not to have been pubiifiied : and Mr* 
* Cowley's decifion will be urged, that a neat tomb of 
marble is a better monument than a great pile of rub- 
bifh. It might be anfwered to this, that the Pi(§:ures, 
and Poems, of great Mailers have been always valued, 
though the iaH hand were not put to them. And I be- 
lieve none of thofe Gentlemen that will make the ob- 
je£lion, would refafe a Iketch of Raphael's, or one o£ 
Titian's draughts of the firll fitting. I might tell them 
too, what caie has been taken by the learned, to pre- 
ferve the fiagments of the antient Greek and Latin 
Poets : there has been thought to be a Divinity in what 
they faid ; and therefore the lead pieces of it have been 
kept up, and reverenced like religious reliq[ues. And, 

I am fare, take away the f mille anni and impar- 
tial 


In the Preface to his Works, 
f Alluding to that veife m Juvenal, 

* * Et uni cedit Homera 
PropCei mille annos ^ * Sat. v«* 

And yields to Homer on no other fcore. 

Than that he liv’d a thoufand years before. 

Mr. C. Dryden* 



PREFACE. 


b6 

tial rcafoning will tell us there is as much due to the 
memory of Mr* Waller, as to the moll celebrated 
laamcs of antiquity. 

But, to wave the difpute now of what ougk to have 
been done ; I can alfure the Reader, w^hat ^ould have 
been, had this edition been delayed* The following 
Poems were got abroad, and in a great many hands : 
it were vain to expedl, that among fo many admirers 
of Mr* Waller, they Ihould not meet with one fond 
enough to pubiilli them. They might have ftaid, in- 
deed, till by frequent tranferiptions they had been cor- 
rupted extremely, and jumbled together with things of 
another kind : but, then they would have found their 
way into the world. So it was thought a greater piece 
of kindnefs to the Author, to put them out whilll they 
continue genuine and unmixed ; and fuch as tie Hun- 
felf, wxre He alive, might owm. 


POEMS 
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EDMUND WALLER. 


OF THE DANGER HIS MAJESTST (BEING PRINCE) 
ESCAPED IN THE ROAD AT SAINT ANDERO. 

N O W had his Highnefs bid farewell to Spain, 

And reach'd the fphere of his own power, the 
With Bxitiih bounty in his Ihip he feafts [main ; 
Th’ Hefpeiian Princes, his amazed guefls. 

To £nd that watery wildernefs exceed 
The entertainment of their great Madrid, 

Healths fo both Kings, attended with the roar 
Of cannons echoed from th' aifrighted fhore. 

With loud refemblance of his thunder, prove 
Bacchus the feed of cloud-compelling Jove : 

Wh^e to his harp divine Arion lings 

The loves, and conque of our Albion Kings, 

Of the fourth Edward was his noble fong. 

Fierce, goodly, valiant, beautiful, and young : 

He rent the crown from vanquilh'd Henry's head ; 
Rais'd the White Rofe, and trampled on the Red : 

Till Love, triumphing o'er the vidor's pride. 

Brought Mars and Warwick to the conquer'd fide : 
VoL, XVL C Negleded 
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Negleded Warwick, (whofe bold hand, like Fate, 
Gives and refumes the fceptre of our State) 

Wooes for his Mafter; and, with double fhame, 
Himfelf deluded, mocks the Princely Dame, 

The Lady Bona : whom jull anger bums. 

And foreign war with civil rage returns. 

Ah! fpare j^our fwords, where beaiit> is to blame; 
Love gave th' alFront, and mull lepair the fame: 
When France lhall boaft of her, whofe conquering eyes 
Have made the bell of Enghlli hearts their prize; 
Have power to alter the decrees of Fate, 

And change again the coiinfels of our State, 

What the prophetic Mufc intends, alone ’ 

To him that feels the fecret wound is known. 

With the fvveet found of this harmonious lay, 
About the keel delighted dolphins pla}' ; 

Too fure a %n of fea’s enfuing rage. 

Which mult anon this Royal troop engage : 

To w’hom foft deep feems more fecure and fwcet. 
Within the town commanded by our fleet. 

Thefe mighty Peeis plac'd in the gilded barge. 
Proud with the burden of fo brave a charge ; 

With painted oars the youths begin to fweep 
Neptune's fmooth face, and cleav^e the yielding deep; 
Which foon becomes the feat of fudden w ar 
Between the wind and tide, that fiercely jar,. 

As when a fort of lully fhepherds try 
Their force at foot-ball, care of victory 
Makes them falute fo rudely breall to bread. 

That their encounter feems too rough for jell 5 

They 
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They ply their feet, and flill the reliefs ball. 

Toft to and fro, is urged by them all : 

So fares the doubtful barge 'twixt tide and winds ; 
And like eife(fft of their contention finds. 

Yet the bold Britons ftill fecurely row’d ; 

Charles and his virtue was their facred load : 

Than which a greater pledge Heaven could not give. 
That the good boat this tempeft Ihculd out-live. 

But ftorms increafe I and now no hope of grace 
Among them fliines, fave in the Prince’s face ; 

The reft refign their courage, Ikill, and fight. 

To danger, horror, and unwelcome night. 

The gentle vcfiel (wont with ftate and pride 
On the fmooth back of filver Thames to ride) 

Wanders aftonifh’d in the angry Main, 

As Titan’s car did, while the golden rein 
Fill’d the young hand of his adventurous fon 
When the whole world an equal hazard run 
To this of ours, the light of whofe defire, 

Wa’i^es threaten now, as that was fear’d by fire, 

Th’ impatient fea growl's impotent, and raves 
That, night afiilling, his impetuous waves 
Should find refiftance from fo light a thing j 
Thefe forges ruin, thofe our fafety bring. 

opprefted veffel doth the charge abide. 

Only becaufe afiaiFd on every fide : 

So men with rage and paflion fet on fire, 

Trembling for hafte, impeach their mad defixe. 


* Phaeton* 

C 2 
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Tbe pale Iberians had expir’d 'with fear. 

But that tlicir wonder did divert their care ; 

To fee the Piince with danger mov’d no more. 
Than with the pleafures of their Court befoie: 
Godlike his courage feem’d, whom nor delight 
Could foften, nor the face of Death alright : 

Next to the power of making tempers ceafe, 

Was in that llorm to have fo calm a peace. 

Great Maio could no greater temped: feign. 

When the loud w inds ufurping on the Mam 
For angry Juno^ labor’d to deflroy 
The hated rehques of confounded Troy ; 

His bold yLneas, on like billows toft 
In a tali ftiip, and all his country loft, 

DifTohes with fear; and both his hands upheld, 
Pioclaims them happy whom the Greeks had quell’d 
In honourable light : our Hero fet 
In a fmall ftiallop. Fortune in his debt. 

So near a hope of crowns and feeptres, more 
Than ever Priam, when he ftourifh’d, wore ; 

His loins yet full of ungot Princes, all 
His glory in the bud, lets nothing fall 
That argues fear : if any thought annoys 
The Gallant Youth, ’tis love’s untafted joys; 

And dear remembrance of that fatal glance. 

For which he lately pawn’d his heait in France; 
Where he had feen a brighter Nymph, than * Ihe 
That fprung out of his prefent foe, the fea* 

Venus. 
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That noble ardour, more than mortal fire. 

The conquer’d ocean could not make expire ; 

Nor angry Thetis raife her waves above 
Th’ heroic Prince’s courage, or his love : 

’Twas indignation, and not fear, he felt. 

The nirine Ihould perifh w^here that image dwelt* 

All,, Love foibid ! the noblefl of thy train 
Should not furvive to let her know his pain : 

Who nor his* peril minding, nor his fame. 

Is entertain’d with fome lefs ferious game. 

Among the bright' nymphs of the Gallic Court ; 

All highly born, obfequious to her fport : 

They rofcs feem, which, in their early pride. 

But half reveal, and half their beauties hide : 

She the glad morning, which her beams does throw 
Upon their fmilmg leaves, and gilds them fo ; 

Like bright Auroia, whofe refulgent ray 
Foretels the fervoui of enfuing day ; 

And warns the ihepherd with his flocks retreat 
To leafy lhadows, from the threaten’d heat. 

From Cupid’s firing of many fhafts that fled. 

Wing’d with thofe plumes which noble Fame had fhed, 
As through the wondering world fhe flew, and told 
Of his adventures, haughty, brave, and bold; 

Some had already touch’d the Royal Maid, 

But Love’s firfl: fummons feldom are obey’d : 

Light was the wound, the Prince’s care unknown. 

She might not, would not, yet reveal her own. 

His glorious name had fo poflefl: her ears. 

That with delight thofe antique talcs fhe hears 

C 3 
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Of Jafon, Thefeus, and fuch Worthies old. 

As with his ftory bcft refeniblance hold. 

And now ihe views, as on the wall it hung. 

What old Mufceus fo divinely fuiig : 

Which art with life and Io\e did fo infpire. 

That fhe difcerns and favours that defire 

Which there provokes th' adventurous youth to fwim^ 

And in Leandcr's danger pities him ; 

Whofe not new love alone, but fortune, fecks 
To frame his Itoiy like that amorous Greek's. 

For from the ifern of fomc good fliip appears 
A friendly light, which moderates their fears: 

New courage from icviving hope they take, 

And climbing o’er the w aves that taper make 
Oh v/hich the hope of all then lives depends. 

As his on that fair Hero's hand extends. 

The fhip at anchor, like a fixed rock. 

Breaks the pioud bibow-^s which her large fides knock j 
Whofe lage, redrained, foaming higher fwclls. 

And from her port the weaiy barge repels : 
Threatening to make hex, foiccd out again, 

’Repeat the dangers of the tioubled Main. 

Twdee w^as the cable hurl’d in vain ; the Fates 
Would not be moved for our filler States; 

Foi England is the third fucccf»ful thiow. 

And then the Genius of that land they know, 

Whofe Prince muft be (as their own books devife) 
Lord of the feeue, where now his danger lies. 

Well fung the Roman bard , all human things 
Of dcareil value hang on ilendcr filings." 

0 fee 
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O fee the then foie hope, and in defigii 
Of Heaven our joy, fupported by a line I 
Which for that inilant was Heaven's care above. 

The chain that 's fixed to the throne of Jove, 

On which the fabric of our world depends j 
One link difiblv'd, the whole creation ends* 


OF HIS majesty's RECEIVING THE NEWS 
OF THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM'S DEATH. 

S O earneft with thy God I Can no new care. 

No fenfe of danger, interrupt thy prayer ? 

The facred wrefiler, till a bleiTmg given. 

Quits not his hold, but baiting conquers Heaven: 

Nor was the Iheam of thy devotion Hop'd, 

When fiom the body fuch a limb was lop'd. 

As to thy prefent Hate was no Icfs maim ; 

Though thy wife choice has fince repair’d the fame^ 
Bold Homer durft not fo great virtue feign 
In his beft: pattern : of Patroclus flain. 

With fuch amazement as weak mothers ufe. 

And frantic geflure, he receives the news. 

Yet fell his darling by th' impartial chance 
Of war, impos’d by Royal Hefior's lance : 

Thine in full peace, and by a vulgar hand 
Torn from thy bofom, left his high command* 

The famous painter f could allow no place 
For pii\ate foirow in a Prince's face: 

'I' Timaiithes# 


^ Acinilc's. 
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Yet, tjhat his piece might not exceed belief. 

He call a veil upon fuppofed grief. 

’Twas want of fuch a piecedcnt as this. 

Made the old heathen frame their Gods amifs* 

Their Phoebus Ihould not aft a fonder part 
For the * fair boy, than he did for his hart : 

Nor blame for H)'acinthus’ fate his own, [known^ 
That kept from him w idl’d death, hadfl thou been 
He that with thine fliall weigh good David’s deeds. 
Shall had his pailion, nor his love, exceeds : 

He curd the mountains where his brax^e friend dy*d,, 
Eut let falfe Ziba w ith his hen divide : 

Where thy immortal love to thy bled friends. 

Like that of Heaven, upon their feed defeends. 

Such huge extremes inhabit thy great mind, 

God-like, unmov’d ; and yet, like woman, kind ! 
W'hich of the ancient Poets had not brought 
Our Charles’s pedigree from licaxen; and taught 
How fome bright dame, compiell by ndghty Jove, 
Produc’d this mix’d Dixinity and Loxe ? 

To THE KING ON HIS NAVY. 

W H E R E’E R thy Nax y fpreads hei caiwas wings. 
Homage to thee, and peace to all flie bungs : 
The Fxcnch, and Spaniard, when thy flags appear, 
Forj^et their hatred, and confent to fear. 

So Jove f|om Ida did both hpds fuivey, 

. r 1 - 

wlren he plths’d to ihimdcrjr. part the fray. 
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Ships heretofore in feas like fifhes Iped, 

The mightieft ftill upon the fmallefl: fed r 
Thou on the Deep impofeft nobler laws ; 

And by that juflice halt remov'd the caufe 
Of thofe lude tempefts, Vvdiich;, for rapine fent;, 

Too oft, alas I involv'd the innocent. 

]SJow diall the Ocean, as thy T hames, be free 
From both thofe fates, of Itorms and piracy. 

Eut we moft happy, who can fear no force 
Eut winged troops, or Pegafean horfe: 

'’Tis not fo hard for greedy foes to fpoil 
Another nation, as to touch onr foil. 

Should Nature's felf invade the world again. 

And o'er the centre fpread the liquid Main, 

Thy power were fafe ; and her dellrudive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of tby command ; 

Thy dreadful Fleet would %le thee Lord of all. 

And ride in triumph o'er the drowned Ball : 

Thofe towers of oak o'er fertile plains might go. 

And vifit mountains where they once did grow. 

The world's reftorer once could not indure. 

That fnilh'd Babel Ihould thofe men fecure, 

Whofe pnde defign'd that fabric to have Hood 
Above the reach of any fecond flood : 

To thee his cholen more indulgent. He 
Dales tiuH fuch power with fo much piety* 
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ON THE TAKING OF SALLE, 

O F Jafon, Tlicfeiis, and fuch Worthies old. 
Light feem the tales antiquity has told: 

Such beafts, and mongers, as rheir force oppreft, 
Some places only, and fome times, infeft. 

Salle, that fcorn’d all power and laws of men. 
Goods with their owners hurraing to their denj 
And future ages threatening -vv ith a rude 
And favage race, fucceffn ely renew'd : 

Their King defpifmg with rebellious pride. 

And foes profeft to all the world befide : 

This pell of mankind gives our Hero flinie, 

And through th' obliged woild dilates his name. 

The Prophet once to cruel Agag faid, 

As thy fierce fword has mothers childlefs made, 

So lhall the fword make thine : and v ith that word 
He hew'd the man in pieces with his fwoid. 

Juft Charles like meafure has return'd to tlicfe, 
VYhofe pagan hands had flain'd the troubled fcas : 
With Ihips, they made the fpoiled mei chants mourn; 
With Ihips, their city and rhcmfclves are torn* 

One fquadron of our winged caflles fent 
O'erthrew their Fort, and all their Naey rent: 

For, net content the dangers to increafe. 

And adt the part of ^ tempefts in the feas ; 

Like hungry wolves, thofe pirates from our fhore 
Whole flocks of fheep, and ravifh'd cattle, bore* 
Safely they might on other nations prey ; 
hools to provoke the Sovereign of the fca I 
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Mad Cacus fo, whom like ill fate perfuades. 

The herd of fair Alcmena’s feed invades ; 

'WhOi for revenge, and mortals* glad relief. 

Sack’d the dark cave, and crulh’d that horrid thief, 
Morocco’s monarch, wondering at this fad. 

Save that his prefence his affairs exad. 

Had come in perfoti, to have feen and known 
The injur’d world’s avenger and his own. 

Hither he fends the chief among his Peers, 

Who in his bark proportion’d prefents bears. 

To the renown’d for piety and force. 

Poor captives manumis’d, and matchlefs horie. 

UPON HIS MAJESTY^S REPAIRING^OF ST. PAULAS. 

T hat Ihlpwreck’d veffcl which th’ Apoflle bore, 
Scarce fuffer’d more upon Mehta’s fhore. 

Than did his temple in the fea of time.; 

Our nation’s glory, and our nation's crime. 

When the firft * Monarch of this happy lile^ 

Mov’d with the ruin of fo brave a pile. 

This woik of cofl and piety begun. 

To be accomplifli’d by his Glorious Son : 

Who all that came within the ample thought 
Of his wife Sire, has to perfedion brought. 

He, like Amphion, makes thofe quarries leap 
Into fair figures from a confus’d heap : 

For in his ait of regiment is found 
A power, like that of harmony in found* 


^ King James L 
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Thofe antique minflrels fure were Charles-like Kingsi 
Cities their lutes, and fubjeds' hearts their firings ; 

On which with fo divine a hand they firook, 

Confent of motion from their breath they took ; 

So, all our minds with his confpire to grace 
The Gentiles’ great Apoflle ; and deface 
Thofe flate-obfcuiing fheds, that like a chain 
Seem’d to confine, and fetter him again : 

Which the glad Saint fhakes off at his command;,, 

As once the viper from his facred hand. 

So joys the aged oak, when we divide 
The creeping ivy from his injur’d fide. 

Ambition rather would afFcd the fame 
Of feme new flrudure, to have borne her name ; 

Tw^o diftant virtues in one ad we find. 

The modefiy, and greatnefs, of his mind : 

Which, not content to be above the rage 
And injury of all-impairing age. 

In its own w^orth fecure, doth higher climb. 

And things half fwallow’d, from the jaw's of time 
Reduce : an earneft of his grand defign. 

To frame no new Church, but the old refine : 

Which, fpoufe-like, may with comely grace command,. 
More than by foice of argument or hand. 

For, doubtful reafon few can apprehend ; 

And war brings ruin, where it fhould amend : 

But beauty, with a bloodlefs conquefi, finds 
A welcome fovereignty in rudeft minds. 

Not aught which Sheba’s wondering Queen beheld 
Amongfi: the works of Solomon , exceil’d 


His 
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His fhips and building ; emblems of a heart 
Large both in magnanimity and art. 

While the, propitious heavens this work attend, 
The ihowers long wanted they forget to fend : 

As if they meant to make it underllood 
Of more importance than^our vital food. 

The fun, 'which rifeth to faiute the Quire 
Aheady finifh’d, fetting fliall admire 
How private bounty con'd fo far extend : 

The King built all ; but Charles the weftem-end ; 

So proud a fabric to devotion giv'n. 

At once it threatens, and obliges, liea\en! 

Laomedon, that had the Gods in pay, 

Neptune, with him * that rules the facred day. 
Could no fuch llrudure raife : Troy walPd fo high;, 
Th* Atrides might as wHl have forc’d the fky. 

Glad, though amazed, are our neighbour Kings, 
'To fee fuch power employ’d in peaceful things : 
They lift not urge it to the dreadful field ; 

The talk is eafier to deftroy, than build. 

^ ^tc gratia Regum 

Pierus tentata modis* * * * Hon at. 


* Apolloi 
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TO THE C^UEEN, OCCASIOJTED UPON SIGHT 
OF EIEjR. majesty’s PICTURE. 

W ELL fare the hand I which to our humble fight 
Piefents that beauty, which the dazzling light 
Of Royal fplcndor hides fiom weaker eyes : 

And all accefs, fave by this art, denies. 

Here only we have courage to behold 
This beam of glory : here wc dare unfold 
In numbers thus tiie wonders w e conceive : 

The gracious image, feeming to give leave. 

Propitious Hands, vouchfafing to be feen j 
And by our Mufe faluted. Mighty Queen : 

In whom th’ extremes of power and beauty move. 

The Queen of Britain, and the Queen of Love 1 
As the bright fun (to which we owq no fight 
Of equal glory to your beauty’s light) 

Is wifely plac’d in fo fubiime a feat, 

T’ extend his light, and moderate his heat : 

So, happy ’tis you move in fuch a fphere> 

As your high Majefly with awful fear 
In human brealls might qualify that lire. 

Which kindled by thofe eyes had flamed higher^ 

Than when the fcorched world like hazard run. 

By the approach of the ill-guided fun. 

No other nymphs have title to men’s hearts,, 

But as their meannefs larger hope imparts : 

Your beauty more the fondefl: lover moves 
With admiration, than his private loves ; 


With 
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With admiration ! for a pitch fo high 
(Save facred Charles’s) never love durft 
Heaven, that prefer’d a fcepter to your hand. 
Favour’d our freedom more than your command ; 
Beauty had crown’d you, and you mull have been 
The whole world's millrefs, other than a Queeue 
All had been rivals, and'. you might have fpar’d^ 
Or kill’d, and tyranniz’d, without a guard. 

No power atchiev’d, either by arms or birth. 
Equals Love’s empire, both in heaven and earth : 
Such eyes as yours, on Jove himfelf have thrown 
As bright and fierce a lightning as his own : 
Witnefs our Jove, prevented by their fiame 
In his fwift paffage to th’ Hefperian Dame : 

When, like a lion, finding in his way 
To fome intended fpoil, a fairer prey; 

The Royal Youth, purfuing the report 
Of beauty, found it in the Gallic Court : 

There public care with private paffion fought 
A doubtful combat in his noble thought : 

Should he confefs his greatnefs and his love. 

And the free faith of your * Great Brother proven 
With his + Achates,, breaking through the cloud 
Of that difguife which did their Graces Ihroud 5 
And mixing with thofe Gallants at the Ball, 

Dance with the Ladies,, and outfhine them all I 
Or on his journey o’er the mountains ride ?~ 

So, when the fair Leucothoe he efpy'd, 

^ Lewis XIIIi K. of Francs. f D» of Buckingham* 
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To check his fleeds impatient Phoebus yearn'd. 
Though all the world was in his coiirfe concern’d. 
What may hereafter her meiidian do, 

Whofc dawning beauty warm’d his bofom fo ? 

Not fo divine a flame, fince deathlefs Gods 
Forbore to vifit the defil’d abodes 
Of men, in any mortal bieafl: did burn ; 

Nor fhall, till Piety and They return. 

OP THE Q^ir E E N. 

T H E lark, that fhuns on lofty boughs to build 
Her humble neft, lies filent in the field : 

But if (the promife of a cloudlefs Day) 

Aurora finiling bids her rife and play ; 

Then ftrait fhe fliews, ’twas not for want of voice. 

Or power to climb, flie made fo low a choice : 
Singing Ihe mounts, her airy wings are flretch’d 
Tow’rds heaven, as if from heaven her note flie fetch’d. 

So we, retiring from the bufy thiong, 

Ufe to reflrain th’ ambition of our fong ; 

But fince tlie light which now informs^ our age. 

Breaks from the Court, indulgent to her rage ; 

Thither my Mufe, like bold Prometheus, flies. 

To light her torch at Gloriana’s eyes. 

Thofe fovereign beams, which heal the wounded foul, 
And all our cares, but once beheld, control 1 
There the poor lover that has long endur’d 
Some proud nymph’s fcorn, of his fond paflion cur’d. 
Fares like the man who firfl upon the ground 
A glow-worm fpy’d 5 fuppofing he had found 

A moving 
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A moving diamond, a breathing itone ; 

For life it had, and like thofe jew^els Ihone : 

He held it dear, till, hy the fpnnging day 
Inform’d, he threw the vvmthlefs worm awa}% 

She faves the lover, as we gangrenes ftay. 

By cutting hope, like a lopt limb, aw ay : 

This makes her bleeding patients to acciiie 
High Heaven, and thefc expollulations ufe* 

Could nature then no piivate woman grace. 
Whom we might dare to love, with fuch a face.. 
Such a complexion, and fo radiant eyes. 

Such lovely motion, and fach {harp replies ? 
Beyond our reach, and yet within our fight. 

What envious Power has plac’d this glorious light 
Thus, in a fiarry night fond children cry 
For the rich fpangles that adorn the iky ; 

Which, though they fhine for e'iet fixed there. 

With light and influence relieve us here. 

All her affedfcions are to one inclin’d ; 

I'ler bounty and compailion, to mankind ; 

To whom, while (he fo far extends her giace. 

She makes but goed the promife of her face i 
For mercy has, could mercy’s fdf be feen. 

No fw’ceter look than this piopitious Queen. 

Such guard, and comfort, the difirefied find 
From her large power, and fiom her laiger inindj 
That whom ill fate would rum, it prefers ; 

For all the mifeiable are made her’s. 

So the fair tree, whereon the eagle builds. 

Poor flieep from tenipefis, and their flicplieids, fliields : 
Vo I. XVL jy Tin 
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The royal bird pofTejQTes all the boughs. 

But fhade and Ihelter to the flock allows*. 

Joy of our age,, and fafety of the next I 
ibr which fo oft thy fertile 'womb is vext : 

Kobiy contented,, for the public good. 

To wade thy fplrits, and diffufe thy blood : 

What vafl: hopes may thefe iflands entertain. 

Where Monarchs,, thus defcended, are to reign! 

Led by commanders of fo fair a line. 

Our feas no longer lhall our power confine. 

A brave lomance who would exaflly frame 
B’ird biings his knight from feme immortal damet 
And then a weapon, and a flaming Ihield, 

Bright as his mother’s eyes, he makes. him wield; 
None might the mother of Achilles be. 

But the * fair pearl, and glory of the fea : 

The man + to whom great Maro gives fuch fame. 
From the high bed of heavenly Venus came : 

And oux next Charles, whom all the flais defign 
Like wonders to accomplifh, fpring from thine. 

THE APOLOGY OF SLEEP, 

FOR NOT APPROACHING THE LADY, WHO CAN DO 
ANY THING BUT SLEEP WHEN SHE PLEASE'IH. 

Ti yf Y charge it is thofe breaches to repair, 

XV A Which nature takes from forrow, tqil, and care : 
Kefl: to the limbs, and quiet, I confer 
On troubled minds : but nought can add to her. 


Thetia. 


f .^neas. 
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Whom Heaven, and her tranfcendent thoughts, have 
Above thofe ills which wretched mortals tafte. [plac’d 
Bright as the deathlefs Gods, and happy, Ihe 
From all that may infringe delight is free : 

Love at her royal feet his quiver lays. 

And not ‘his mother with more hade obeys. 

Such real pleafures, fuch true joys fufpenfe. 

What dream can I prefent to recompenfe ? 

Should I with lightning fill her awful hand,< 

And make the clouds feem all at her command ; 

Or place her in Olympus’ top, a guefl: 

Among th’ Immortals, who with Neflar fead : 

That power would feem, that entertainment,, £hor-?r 
Of the true fplendor of her prefent court : 

Where all the joys, and all the glories, are 
Of three great kingdoms, fever’d from the care. 

I, that of fumes and humid vapors made, 

Afcending do the feat of fenfe invade. 

No cloud in fo ferene a<mandon dud. 

To over-cad her ever-fhining mind : 

Which holds refemblance with thofe fpotlefs fkies. 

Where flowing Nilus want of rain fupplies; 

That crydal heaven, where Pheebus never fhrouds 
His golden beams, nor wraps his face in clouds. 

But what fo hard which Numbers cannot force ? 

So doops the moon, and rivers change their courle; 

The bold * Masonian made me dare to deep 
Jove’s dreadful temples in the dew of fleep. 


Homer^ 
D 51 
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And, fince the Mufes do invoke my power, 

I fhall no more decline that facred bower. 

Where Gloriana their great miftrefs lies : 

But, gently taming thofe vidorious eyes. 

Charm all her fenfes ; till the joyful fun 
Without a rival half his courfe has run : 

Who, while my hand that fairer light confines. 

May boafl; himfelf the brightefi thing that Ihines^ 

PUERPERIUM. 

% 

Y e Gods, that have the power 
To trouble and compofe 
All that 's beneath your bower. 

Calm filence on the feas, on earth, impofeo 

Fair Venus, in thy foft arms 
The God of Rage confine ; 

For thy whifpers aic the chaims 
Which only can di\ ert his fierce dcfigm 

What though he frown, and to tumult do incline? 
Thou the flame 

Kindled in his hreafi: canft tame. 

With that fnow' v/hich unmelted lies on thine# 

Gicat Goddcfs, give this thy facred ifland refl. 
Make heaven fmile. 

That n6 florm difturb iis, while 
Thy chief care, our Halcyon, builds her neft. 


Great 
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Great Gloriana ! fair GJoriana I 
Bright as high heaven is, and fertile as earth i 
Whofe beauty relieves us, 

Whofe royal bed gives us 
Eoth glory and peace : 

Our prefent joy, and all our hopes increafe. 


To THE QJJEEN-MOTHER of FRANCE, 

UPON HER LANDING,. 

G R E at Queen of Europe ! whence thy offspring 
wears 

All the chief crowns ; where Piinces are thy heiis j 
As welcome thou to fea-girt Britain's fhore. 

As erft Latona (who fair Cynthia bore) 

To Delos was : here fhines a Nymph as bright. 

By thee difclos'd, with like increafe of light. 

Why was her joy in Belgia confin’d ? 

Or why did you fo much regard the wind ? 

Scarce could the ocean (though inrag'd) have toH: 

Thy fovereign baik, but where th’ obfequious coaif 
Pays tribute to thy bed : Rome’s conquering hand 
More vanquifh’d nations under her command 
Never reduc’d : here Berecynthia fo 
Among her deathlefs progeny did go : 

A wreath of towers adorn’d her reverend head^- 
IMothcr of all that on Ambrofm fed* 

Thy god-like race muft fway the age to caxnt 5 
As Ihe Olympus peopled with her womb« 

$ 
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Would thofe commanders of mankind obey 
Their honor’d parent ; all pretences lay 
Down at her royal feet ; compofe their jars. 

And on the growing Turk difcharge thefe wais : 

The Chriflian knights that facred tomb (hould wreft 
Tiom pagan hands, and triumph o’er the Eaft ; 

Our England’s Prince and Gallia’s Dolphin might 
Like young Rinaldo and Tancredi fight : 

In fingle combat by their fwords again 
The proud Argantes, and fierce Soldan, flain: 
Again might we their valiant deeds recite. 

And with your * Tufcan Mufe exalt the fight. 

The Country to my Lady of C ARLISLL 

M adam, of all the facred Mufe infpir’d 

Orpheus alone could with the woods comply; 
Their rude inhabitants his fong admir’d. 

And nature’s felf, in thofe that could not lye.: ‘ 
Your beauty next our folitude invadea. 

And warms us, filming through the thickeft fliades. 

Nor ought the tribute, which the wondering .court 
Pays your fair eyes, prevail with you to fcorn 
The anfwer, and confent, to that report. 

Which echo-like, the country does return « 
JMirrors are taught to “flatter, but our fprings 
Prefent th’ impartial images of things. 


^ TalTo. 
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TO MY LADY OF CARLISLE* 5 ^ 

A rural judge * difpos’d of beauty’s prize ; 

A fimpie fliepherd was ptefer’d to Jove ; 

I>o\\n to the mountains from the partial Ikies 
Came Juno> Pallas, a'nd the Queen of Love, 

To plead for that> which was fo juftly given 
T]o the bright CarliHe of the Court of Heaven^ 

Carlifle ! a name which all our woods are taught. 

Loud as their Amanllis, to refound : 

Carlifle ! a name which on the bark is wrought 
Of every tree that 's worthy of the wound : 

From Phoebus’ rage our Ihadows, and our Hreams, 

May guard us better than from Carlifle’s beams» 

Th£ Countess of CARLISLE in mourning* 

W HEN from black douds no pait of Iky is clear. 
But juft fo much as lets the fun appear; 

Heaven then would feem thy image, and refled 
Thofe fable veftments, and that bright afped* 

A fpark of virtue by the deepeft lhade 
Of fad adverflty, is fairer made ; 

Nor lefs advantage doth thy beauty get ; 

A Venus riling from a fea of jet 1 

Such was th’ appearance of new-formed light. 

While yet it ftruggled with eternal night. 

Then mourn no more, left thou admit increaie 
Of gloty, by thy noble Lord’s deceafe* 


^ Paris. 

I>4 


We 
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Wc find not that the ^ laughter loving dame 
Mourn’d for Anchifes; ’twas enough fhe came 
To grace the mortal with her deathlefs bed. 

And that his living eyes fiich beauty fed : 

Had ihe been there, untimely joy through all 
Men’s heaits.diifus’d had marr’d the funeral. 

Thofe e)-es viere made to hamfh grief: as well 
Bright Phoebus might aiFocl in lliadcs to dwell. 

As they to put on fonow : nothing Hands, 

But power, to gue\ e, exempt from thy commands*. 

If thou lament, thou mull do fo alone; 

Grief in thy prcfencc can lay hold of none. 

Yet fiill.perful: the memory to love 
Of that great Merciiiy of oui mighty Jove : 

Who, by the pov/er of his inchanting tongue. 

Swords fiom the hands of thieatening Monarchs rung. 
War he pi evented, or foon made it ceafe ; 

InfiruCting Princes in the arts of peace ; 

Such as made Sheba’s curious Queen refort 
To the f laige-hearted Plebrew’s famous Court, 

Had Homer fat amengfi: his wondering guefis, 

He might have leam’d at thofe fiiipendous feafis, 

With greater bounty, and more facred Hate, 

The banquets of die Gods to celebiate. 

But oh 1 what elocution might he ufc. 

What potent charms, that could fo foon infufe 
tiis abfent Mailer’s love into the heart 
Of Henriettal forcing Jrer to part 

* Venus. f Solomon, 

Fiom 



THE COUNTESS OF CARLISLE, iU. 4; 

From her lo’/d biothei, country, and u n ; 

And, like Camilla, o’ei the waves to rm 
Into his arras , while the Parifian damc'. 

Mourn for the ravilh’d glory ; at hci fames 
No lefs amaz’d, than the amazed dais. 

When the bold charmer of ThoLaha wars 
With Heaven itfelf , and Numbers docs lepcat. 

Which call defeending Cynthia bom hci feat. 

In answer to one who writ v iibel against 
THE Countess op C.iRLISLE. 

W HAT fury has provok'd thv wit to dare 

With Diomede, to wound the Queen of love ? 
Thy midrefs’ envy, or thine own defuair? 

Not the jud Pallas in thy brorf dxd nnovc 
So blind a rage, with fuch a diitercnt fate ; 

He honor won, where thou had purchas’d hate. 

She gave affidance to his Trojan foe; 

Thou, that without a rival thou ma} d loi e, 

Dod to the beauty of this Lady owe; 

W^hile after her the gazing world docs move, 

Cand thou not be content to love alone ^ 

Or, is thy midrefs not content with one ? 

Haft thou not read of Fairy Arthur’s diidJ, 

Which but difclos’d, amaz’d the weaker eyes 
Of proudeft foes, arjd won the doubtful field ? 

So fhali thy rebel wit become her piize. 

Should thy Iambics fwell into, a book. 

All were confuted with one radiant look. 


Heaven 



421 WALI-ER’S POEMS. 

Heaven he oblig'd that plac'd her in the ikies ; 

Rewarding Phoebus for infpiring fo 
His noMe brain, by likening to thofe eyes 
His joyful beams t but Phoebus is thy foe; 

And neither aids thy fancy nor thy fight ; 

So ill thou rhym'ft againft fo fair a light. 

Of her Chamber. 

T hey tafte of death that do at heaven arrive ; 

But we this paradife approach alive. 

Inftead of Death, the dart of Love does ftrike ; 

And renders all within thefc walls alike : 

The high in titles, and the ihepherd, here 
Forgets his greatnefs, and forgets his fear. 

All Hand amaz'd, and, gazing on the Fair, 

Lofe thought of what themfelves or others are ; 
Ambition lofe ; and have no other fcope. 

Save Carlifle's favour to employ their hope. 

The * Thracian could {though all thofe tales were true 
The bold Greeks tell) no greater wonders do : 

Before his feet fo fheep and lions lay, 

Fearlefs, and wrathlcfs, while they heard him play. 
The gay, the wife, the gallant, and the grave. 
Subdued alike, all but one palTion have ; 

No worthy mind, but finds in her's there is 
Something proportion'd to the rule of his ; 

♦ Orjpheus. 


While 
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While Ihe with chearful, hut impartial grace# 

(Born for no one, but to delight the race 
Of men) like Phoebus, fo divides her light. 

And warms us, that ftie ftoops not from her height. 

’TO PHYLLIS. 

P H YLLIS, ’twas Lo\e t:hat injur’d you# 

And on that rock your Thyrfis threw ; 

Who far proud Caelia could lia^e dy’d. 

While you no lefs accus’d his pride. 

Fond Love his darts at -random throws. 

And nothing fprings from what he fows ; 

From foes difcharg’d as often meet 
The Ihining points of arrows fleet. 

In the wide air creating fixe ; 

As fouls that join in one delire. 

Love made the lovely Venus burn 
In vain, and fox the * cold youth mourn. 

Who the purfuit of churlilh beafts 
Prefer’d, to lleeping on her brealls. 

Love makes fo many hearts the prize 
Of the bright Carlille’s conquering eyes ; 

Which Ihe regards no more, than they 
The tears of lelTer Beauties weighs 
'So have I feen the loft clouds pour 
Into the fea an ufelefs Ihower; 

And the vex’d failors curfe the rain. 

For which poor Ihepherds pray’d in vain,. 


♦ Adonis* 


Then, 
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Then, Phyllis, lince oar palTions arc 
Govern'd by chance ; and not the care. 

But fport of Heaven, which takes delight 
To look upon this Parthian light 
Of Love, hill flying, or m chafe. 

Never encountenng face to face ; 

No more to Love we 'll facnfice. 

But to the bell of Deities : 

And let our hearts, which Lovt disjoin’d. 

By his kind mother be combin'd. 

To MY Lord op NORTHUMBERLAND* 

UPON THE DEATH OF HIS Lady, 

T O this great lofs a lea of tears is due ; 

But the whole debt not to be paid by j-ou. 
Charge not yourfelf with all, nor render v ain 
Thofe fhowers, the eyes of us your fervants rain. 

Shall grief contradl the largenefs of that heart. 

In which nor fear, nor anger, has a part ? 

Virtue would blulh, if time fhould'boaft (which dries 
Her foie child dead, the tender motlici 's eyes) 

Your mind's relief; where reafon triumphs fo 
Over all paflions, that they ne'er could grow 
Beyond their limits in your noble breaft. 

To harm another, or impeach your reft. 

This we obferv'd, delighting to obey 
One, who did never from lus great felf flray ; 

Whofe mild example leemed to engage 

Th' obfequious feas, and teach tlieni not to rap-e. 


The 



TO X.O-RD NORTHUMBERLAND. 4 

The brave iEmilius, his great charge laid down^ 
(The force of Rome, and fate of Macedon) 

In his loft fons did feel the cruel ftroke 
Of changing Fortune ; and thus highly Ipoke 
Before Rome’s people ; We did oft implore 
That if the heavens had any bad in ftore 
For your iEmilius, they would pour that ill 
Op his own houfe, and let you flourifh ftill.”' 

You on the barren feas, my Lord, have fpent 
Whole fprings ; and fummers to the public lent : 
Sufpended all the pleafures of your life. 

And fhorten’d the fhort joy of fuch a wife ; 

For which your country’s more obliged, than 
For many lives of old, lefs happy, men. 

You, that have facrific’d fo great a part 
Of youth, and private blifs, ought to impart 
Your forrow too ; and give your friends a right 
As well in your affliction, as delight. 

Then with ^miliar-courage bear this crofs. 

Since public perfons only public lofs 

Ought to affled. And though her form, and youtIi,» 

Her application to your will, and truth ; 

That noble fweetnefs, and that humble Rate, 

(All fnatch’d away by fuch a hafty fate!) 

Might give excufe to any common bieaft. 

With the huge weight of fb juft grief oppreft-: 

Yet let no portion of your life be ftain’d 
With paftion, but your charader maintain'd 
To the laft ad : it is enough her ftone 
May honour’d be with fuperfcription 
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Of the foie Lady, who had power to move 
The great Northumberland to grieve and love*. 

To MY LORD ADMIRAL, of hi$ late 
Sickness and Recoveky. 

W ITH joy like ours, the Thracian youth invades, 
Orpheus,, returning from th* rdyfian ihadesj 
Embrace the Hero, and hi;^ ft ay impi >1,.; 

Make it their public fuit, he would no more* 

Defert them fo and for his fpoufe's fake. 

His vanifh'd love, tempt tlie Lethean lake : 

The Ladies too, the brighteft of that time,, 

{ Ambitious all his lofty bed to climb) 

Their doubtful hopes with expeftation feed> 

Who fhall the fair Eurydice fucceed : 

Eurydicel for whom his numerous moan 
Makes liftening trees and favage mountains groan ; 
Through all the air his founding firings dilate 
Sorrow, like that which touch'd our hearts of late** 
Your pining fteknefs, and your reftlefs pain. 

At once the land affedling, and the Main ; 

When the glad news that you were Admiral 
Scaxce through the nation fpread, 'twas fear’d by all 
That our great Charles, whofe wifdom Ihincs in. you. 
Would be perplexed how to chafe a new. 

So more than private was the joy, and grief,. 

That at the worft it gave our fouls relief. 

That in our age fuch fenfe of virtue liv’d 
They joy’d fo juftly, and fo juftly griev’d. 


Nature 
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Nature (her fairefl: lights eclipfed) feems 
Herfelf to fufFer in thofe fharp extremes : 

While not from thine alone thy blood retires. 

But from thole cheeks, which all the world admires^. 
The Hem thus threaten’d, and the fap in thee. 

Droop kll the branches of that noble tree I 
Their beauty they,, and we our love Aifpend> 

Nought can our wifhes, fave thy health, intend-. 

As lilies over-charg’d with rain, they bend 
Their beauteous heads, and with high Heaven contends 
Fold thee within their fnowy arms,, and cry 
He is too faaltlefs, and too young,, to die. 

So like Immortals round about thee they 
Sit, that they fright approaching, Death away. 

Who would not languilh, by fo fair a train 
To be lamented, and redor’d again ? 

Or thus with-held, what hady foul would go. 

Though to the Bled ? O’er her Adonis fo 

Fair Venus mourned, and with the precious Ihower 

Of her warm tears cherilh’d the Ipringing flower. 

The next fupport, fair hope of your great name. 

And fecond pillar of that noble frame. 

By lofs of thee would no advantage have. 

But dep by dep purfue thee to the grave. 

And now, relentlefs Fate about to end 
The line, which backwards does fo far extend 
That antique dock, which diH the world fupplies 
With braved fpirits, and with blighted eyes ; 

Kind Phoebus interpofing, bid me fay 

Such dorms no more fhall fliake that houie ; but they 

Like 
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Like Neptane, and his ^ fea-born Niece, lhall be 
The {billing glories of the land and fea : 

With courage guard, and beauty warm, our age^ 
And lovers fill with like poetic rage- 


S O N G. 


S TAY, Phoebus, flay I 

The world to which } ou fly fo fall. 
Conveying day 

Piom us to them, can pay your hafte 
With no fuch objed, nor falute your rife 
With no fuch wonder, as De Mornay’s 


Well does this piove 
The error of thofe antique books 
Which made you move 
About the woild : hei charming looks 
Would lix your beams, and make it ever day. 
Did not the rolling eaitli fnatch hex away. 


On my Lady DOROTHY SIDNEWs Picture, 

S U C tl was Philoclea, and fuch f Dorus* flame ; 

The matchlefs Sidney, that immortal frame 
Of perfect beauty, on two pillars plac’d ; 

Not his high fancy could one pattern, giac’d 
With fuch extremes of excellence, compofe; 

Wonders fo diflant in one face difclofe ! 

J Sir Philip Si4ne/. 

Such 


^ Venus# 


“f Pamela. 



ON LADY SIDNEY'S PICTURE. 

Such chearful modefty-, fuch homble Hate, 

Moves certain love ; but with as doubtful fate. 

As when, beyond our greedy reach, we fee 
Inviting fruit on too fublime a tree# 

All the rich flowers 4:hrough his Arcadia found. 
Amaz'd w'e fee in this one garland bound# 

Had but this copy (which the artifl; took 
From the fair pidiire of that noble book) 

Stood at Kalander’s, the brave friends had jair'dj 
And, rivals made, th' enfuing ftory marr'd. 
jufl: natuie, flrfl: infl:ru<fled by his thought. 

In his own houfe thus pradis'd what he taught : 
This glorious piece tranfcends what he could think; 
So much his blood is nobler than his inkJ 

TO VAN DYCK. 

R are Aidfan, whofe pencil moves 
Not our delights alone, but loves ! 

From thy Ihop of beauty we 
Slaves return, that enter'd free. 

The heedlefs lover does not know 
Whofe eyes they are that wound him fo t 
But, confounded with thy art. 

Inquires her name that has his he^rt# 

Another, who did long refrain. 

Feels his old wound bleed frelh again. 

With dear remembrance of that face. 

Where now he reads new hope of grace i 
* Py rocks and Mufidoru^ 

VoL. XVL E 
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Nor fcorn nor cruelty does find : 

But gladly fiifFers a falfe wind 
To blow the afhes of defpair 
From the revning brand of care. 

Fool ! that forgets her flubborn look 
This foftnefs from thy finger took. 

Strange ! that thy hand Ihould not infpirc 
Tile beauty oniy^, but the fire . 

Not the foirn alone, a’ui grace. 

But aifl, and power, of a face. 

May’ll thou yet tli^fcH as well. 

As all the world btfides, excel ! 
feSo you th’ unfeigned truth rekearfe, 

(That I may make it live in verfe^ 

Why thou couldll not, at one allay, 

That face to after-times com ey. 

Which this admires. Was it thy wit 
To make her oft before thee fit ? 

Confefs, and we 11 forgive thee this : 

-For who would not icpeat that blifs ? 

And frequent fight of fuch a dame 
Bu} , with the hazard of his fame ? 

Yet who can tax: thy blamelefs Ikill, 
Though thy good hand had failed ilill ; 
When nature’s felf fo often errs ? 

She for this many thoufand years 
Seems to have pratfiis’d with much caie^ 
To frame the race of women fair ; 

Yet never could a perfed biith 
BroduceTefoiCs to grree the cartli^s 
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Which waxed old, ere it could fee 
Her that amaz’d thy Art, and thee. 

But now his done, O let me know 
Where thofe immortal colours grow. 

That could this deathlefs piece compofe ? 

In lilies ? or the fading lofe ? 

'jNc ; for this theft thou haft climb’d higher. 

Than did Prometheus for his fire, 

AT PENS-HURST. 

H a D Dorothea liv’d when mortals made 
Choice of their Deities, this facred fhade 
Had held an altar to her power, that gave 
The peace and glory which thefe alleys have ; 
Embroider’d fo with flowers where fhe flood. 

That It became a garden of a wood. 

Her prefence has fucli more than human grace. 

That it can civilize the rudeft place : 

And beauty too, and order can impart. 

Where nature ne’er intended it, nor art. 

The plants acknowledge this, and her admire. 

No lefs than thofe of -old did Orpheus’ lyre : 

If file fit down, with tops all tow’rds her bow’d. 

They round about her into arbors crowd ; 

Or if fhe walk, in even ranks they fland. 

Like fonie well-marfhard and obfequious band, 

Amphion fo made flones and timber leap 
Into fair figures, from a confus’d heap: 

And in the fymmctry of her parts is found 
A power, like that of harmony in found. 

E 2 
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Ye lofty beeches, tell this matclilefs dame. 

That if together ye fed all one flame. 

It could not equalize the hundredth part. 

Of what her eyes have kindled in my heart !— — 
Go, boy, and carve this paffion on the bark 
Of yonder tree, which Hands the ficred mark 
Of noble Sidney’s biith ; when fuch benign, 

Such more than mortal -making Hars did fliine; 

That there they cannot but for ever prove 
The monument and pledge of humble love : 

His humble love, whole hope fhall ne’er rife higher, 
Than for a pardon that he daies admire. 

TO MY LORD OF LEICESTER. 

N OT that thy trees at Pens-HurH groan, 
Oppreffed with their timely load ; 

And feem to make their filent moan. 

That their great Lord is now abroad : 

They to delight his tafte, or eye, 

Would fpend themfeh es in fruit, and dye^^ 

Not that ihy hainilefs deer repine. 

And think themfelves unjuftly fiain 
By any other hand than thine, 

Whofe arrows they would gladly Hain : 

No, nor thy fiicnds, which hold too dear 
That pe^ace with France, which keeps thee there. 

All thefe are lefs than that great caufe. 

Which now exacts your prefence here ; 

Wherein there meet the divers laws 
Of public and domcHic care. 


For 
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For one bright Nymph our youth contends. 

And on your prudent choice depends. 

Not the bright fhield of * Thetis’ fon, 

(For which fuch Hem debate did rife. 

That the great Ajax Telamon 
Refus’d to live without the prize) 

Thofe Achive Peers did more engage. 

Than fhe the gallants of our age. 

That beam of beauty, which begun 
To w^arm us fo, when thou weit here. 

Now fcoiches like the raging fun. 

When Sirius does frft appeal, 

O fix this flame j and let defpair 
Redeem the reft from endlefs care ! 

OF THE LADY WHO CAK SLEEP V/HEJ? 
SHE PLEASES* 

N O wonder Sleep from careful lovers files. 

To bathe himfelf in SacharilTa’s eyes. 

As fair Aftraea once from earth to heaven. 

By ftnfe and loud impiety was driven : 

So with our plaints offended, and our tears. 

Wife Somnus to that paradiie repairs ; 

Waits on her will, and wretches does forfake. 

To court the Nymph, for whom thofe wretches wake.^ 
More proud than Phoebus of his throne of gold 
Is the foft God, thofe fofter limbs to hold ; 

♦ Achilles* 

E 3 
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Nor would exchange with Jove, to hide the ildes 
In darkning clouds, the pov er to clofe her eyes : 
Eyes, which fo far all other lights control, 

They warm our mortal parts, but thefe our fouU 
Let her fiee fpirit, whofc unconquer’d breaft 
Holds fuch deep quiet, and untroubled led, 

Knowq that though Venus and hei fon fliould fpare 
Her rebel heart, and never teach her care ; 

Yet Hymen may in force his vigils keep; 

And, for another’s joy, fufpend her fleep* 

OF THE MIS-RLPOnr OF HER BEING PAINTED, 

A S when a foit of w^olves infeft the night. 

With their wild bowlings at fair Cynthia’s light; 
The noife may cbale fweet dumber fiom her eyes. 

But never reach the miftiefs of the Ikies ; 

So, with the news of Sacharifia’s wrongs. 

Her vexed fervants blame thofc cm ious tongues : 

Call Love to witnefs, that no painted £re 
Can fcorch men fo, or kindle fuch defiie : 

While, unconcerned, file feems mov’d no more 
With this new malice, than our lo\ es before ; 

But, from the height of her great mind, looks down 
On both our palfions, without fmile or frown. 

So little care of what is done below 

Hath the bright dame, wdiom Heaven afledeth fo ! 

Paints Ivi, ’ns true : wdth the fame hand winch fpreads 

Like gloiious colors through the flo'veiy meads ; 

When lavifh natuic with her beil attire 

Clothes the gay fpiing, the ferdbn of defue. 


Pamti 
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Paints her, ’tis true, and does her clieek adorn. 

With the fame art whereuitli Ihe paints the morn : 
With the fame art, wlieiewith fhe gildeth fo 
Thofe painted clouds \\'hich form Thaumantias’ bow, 

OF HER PASSING THROUGH A CROWD 
OF PEOPLE. 

A S in old Chaos (heaven with earth confus'd. 

And flais with rocks together crulh'd and bruis'd) 
The Sun his light no further could extend 
Than the next hill, which on his fnoulders lean'd ; 

So m this thiong biight Sachariffa far'd, 

Opprefs'd by thofe who ftiove to be her guard : 

4s fnips, though never fo obfequious, fail 
Foul in a temped: on their Admiral. 

A greater favor this diforder brought 
Unto her fervants, than theii awful thought 
Drift entertain, when thus compell'd they preft 
The yielding maible of her fnowy bread:. 

While Love infults, difguifed in the cloud. 

And welcome force, of that uniuly croud. 

So th' amorous tree, while yet the air is calm. 

Juft diftance keeps from his defired Palm ; 

Tut uhen the wind her ravilh'd branches throws 
Into his arms, and mingles all their boughs ; 

Though loth he Items her tender leaves to prefs, 

JXlore loth he is that friendly ftorm ftioiild ceafe ; 

From uhofe rude bounty he the double ufe 
At once recei\ es, of pleafure and excufe, 

E 4 
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THE STORY OF PHOEBUS AND DAPHNE APPLIED. 

T H Y RSIS, a youth of the infpircd train. 

Fair Sachariffa lov’d, but lov’d in vain ; 

Like Phosbus fung the no Icfs amorous boy ; 

Like Daphne Ihe, as lovely, and as coy ! 

With Numbers he the fi>ing Nymph parfues; 

With Numbers fuch as Phabiis’ fell might ufe I 
Such is the chace, when love and fancy leads. 

O’er craggy mountains, aiid through Eouery meads j 
Invok’d to teftify the lovei’s care. 

Or form forae image of his cruel Fair. 

Urg’d with his fuiy, like a wounded deer. 

O’er thefe he fled ; and now approaching near. 

Had reach’d the N}mph with his harmonious Layj 
Whom all his charms could not incline to flay. 

Yet, what he fung in his immortal fliain, 

Though unfuccefsful, was not fung in vain : 

All, but tie Nymph that fliould redrefs his wrong. 
Attend his paflion, and approve his fong. 

Like Phoebus thus, acquiring unfought praife. 

He catch’d at love, and fill’d Ids arms w ith bays, 

FABULA PHOEBI ET DAPHNES. 

A rc A DIAL juvenis Thyrfis, Phoebique facerJos, 
Ingenti fruflra SachanlTx ardebat amore. 

Haud Deus ipfe oiim Daphni majoia canebat ; 

Nec fuit afperior Daphne, nee pulchrior ilia ; 
Carminibus Phoebo dignis premit iile fugaceni 
Per rapes, p-cr faxa, volans per flciida v,xtes 


Pafeua; 



fabula phoebi et daphnes* 

Pafcua : formofam nunc his componere Nyxnpham, 
Nunc illis crudelem infani mente folebat. 

Audiit ilia procul miferum, cytharamque fonantexn 
Audiit, at nullis refpexit mota querelis ! 

Nc tamen omnino caneret defertus, ad alta 
Sidera peiculfi referunt nova carmina montes* 

Sic, non qucefitis cumulatus laudibus, olim 
Elapsa repeiit Daphne fua kurea Phoebus. 

SONG., 

S A y, lovely Dream ! where couldft thou £nd 
Shades to counterfeit that face ? 

Colors of this glorious kind 
Come not fiom any mortal place. 

In heaven itfelf thou fure wert drefl 
With that angel -like difguile ; 

Thus deluded am I bleft. 

And fee my joy with clofed eyes. 

But ah ! this image is too kind 
To be other than a dream : 

Cruel Sachariffa's mind 

Never put on that fweet extreme I 

Fail Dream ! if thou intend'ft me grace,. 

, Change that heavenly face of thme j 
Paint defpiski love in thy face. 

And make it to appear like mine. 


5T 
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Pale, wan, and meagre let it look. 

With a pity-mo\ ing fhape ; 

Such as wander by the brook 
Of Lethe, or from graves efcape. 

Then to that matchlefs Nymph appear. 

In whofe fliape thou fhineil fo ; 

Softly in her fleepingeai. 

With humble words exprefs my w oc. 

Perhaps from greatnefs, Hate, and pride. 

Thus furpiifed fhe may fall : 

Sleep does difproportion hide. 

And, death rcfembling, equals all* 

TO MRS* BRAUGHTON, 

SERVANT TOSACHARISSA. 

F air fcllow-fervantr may your gentle ear 
Prove more propitious to my flighted care. 

Than the bright darnels we ierve : for her relief 
(VexM with the long expreflions of my grief) 

Receive thefe plaints : nor will her high difdaia 
Forbid my humble Mufe to couit her train. 

So, in thofe nations which the fun adore, 

Some modefl Perfian, or fome weak-eyed Moor, 

No higher dares aivance his dazzled fight. 

Than to fome gilded cloud, which near the light 
Of their afeending God adorns the eaft. 

And, graced with his beams, out-fliines the reft. 

Tliy 



TO MRS. BRAUGHTON. 


59 ' 

Thy fkilful hand contributes- to our woe. 

And whets thofe arrows which confound us fo ; 

A thoufand Cupids in thofe curls do fit, 

{Thofe curious nets !) thy flender fingers knit : 

The Graces put not more exadly on 

Th' attire of V enus, when the Ball fiie won : 

Than Sacharifia by thy care is drefl. 

When all our youth prefers her to die refi:. 

You the foft feafon know, when befi: her mind 
May be to pity or to love inclin’d : 

In fome well-chofen hoiu fupply his fear, 

Whofe hopelefs love durfi: never tempt the ear 
Of that ftern Goddefs : you, her piiefi, declare 
What offerings may propitiate the Fair : 

Rich orient pearl, bright flones that ne’er decay> 

Or poliili’d lines which longer lafl: than they. 

For if I thought fhe took delight in thofe. 

To where the chearful mom does iirfi: difclofe 
{The lhady night removing with her beams) 

Wing’d with bold love. I’d fly to fetch fuch geras^ 

But fince her eyes, her teeth, her lip excels 
All that is found in mines, or fifhes’ fliells ; 

Her nobler part as far exceeding thefe. 

None but immortal gifts her mind fhould pleafe. 

The fliining jewels Greece and Troy beftoiv’d 
On * Sparta’s Queen, her lovely neck did load. 

And fnowy wrifis : but v-hen the town was burn’d, 

Thofe 'fading glories were to afhes turn’d: 


Her 


^ Helena 
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Her beauty too had perilh’d, and her fame. 

Had not the Mufe redeem'd them from the fiame.. 

A T F E N S-H U R S T. 

W HILE in the park I fir^:, the liflenhtg deer 
Attend my paffion, and forget to fear: 

When to the beeches I report my flame. 

They bow their heads, as if they felt the fame : 

To Gods appealing, when I reach their Bowers 
With loud complaints, they anf^cr me in fliowers. 

To Thee a wild and cruel foul r> gi\ en. 

More deaf than trees, and prouder than the heaieii!' 
Love’s foe profefs'd ! why doll thou falHy feign 
Thyfelf a. Sidney ? from which noble ftrain 
* He fprung, that could fo far exalt the name 
Of Love, and warm our nation with his flame; 

That all we can of love or high dcfire. 

Seems but the fmoke ox amorous Sidney’s Are. 

Nor call her mother, who fo well does prove 
One breaft may hold both chaflity and love. 

Never can fhe, that fo exceeds the fpring 

In joy and bounty, be fuppos’d to bring 

One fo deflrudive ; to no human flock 

We owe this fierce unkindnefs ; but the rock 

That cloven rock produc’d thee, by whofe fide 

Nature, to recompence the fatal pride 

Of fuch ftern beauty, plac’d thofe + healing fprings ; 

Which not more help, than that deflruftion brings, 

* Sh Philip Sidney, f Tunkidge- Wells. 

TBy 
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Thy heart no ruder than the rugged ftone, 

I might, like Orpheus, with my numerous moan 
Melt to compalTion : now, my traiterous fong 
With thee confpires, to do the finger wrong ; 

While thus I fufFer not myfelf to lofe 
The memory of what augments my woes : 

But with my own bieath ftill foment the fire. 

Which flames as high as fancy can afpire ! 

This laft complaint th’ indulgent ears did pierce 
Of jull Apollo, prefident of verfe; 

Highly concerned that the Mufe fhould bring 
Damage to one, whom he had taught to fing ; 

Thus he advis’d me : On yon aged tree 
Hang up thy lute, and hie thee to the iea ; 

That there with wonders thy diverted mind 
Some truce at leaft may with this paflion find,’’ 

Ah cruel Nymph ! from whom her humble fwain 
.Flies for relief unto the raging Main ; 

And from the winds and tempefts does expe<fl 
A milder fate, than from her cold negled I 
Yet there he ’ll pray, that the unkind may prove 
Blefl: in her choice ; ^and vows this endlefs love 
Springs from no hope of what Ihe can confer. 

But from thofe gifts which Heaven has heap’d on her. 

TO MY YOUNG LADY LUCY SIDNEY. 

W H Y came I fo untimely forth 

Into a world, which, wanting thee. 

Could entertain us with no worth. 

Or fhadow of felicity ? 


That 
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That time fhould me fo far remove 
Fiom that which I was born to love I 

Yet, faireft blofTom I do not flight 

That age which you may know fo fooii 
The rofy morn refigns her light. 

And milder glorj’, to the noon : 

And then v, hat wonders fliall you do. 
Whole dawning beauty warms us fo ? 

Hope waits upon the floweiy prime ; 

And fummer, though it be lefs gay. 
Yet is not look’d on as a time 
Of declination, or decay : 

For, with a full hand, that does bring 
All that was promis’d by the fpring. 


TO AMORET. 

F a I R I that you may truly know 
What you unto Thyrlis owe ; 

I will tell you how I do 
Sacharifla love, and You, 

Joy falutes me, when I fet 
My bleft eyes on Amoret ; 

But with wonder I am flrook. 

While I on the other look : 
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If fweet Amoret complains, 

I have fenfe of all her pains ; 

But for SacharilTa I 

Do not only grieve, but die. 

All that of myfelf is mine. 

Lovely Amoiet ! is thine, 

SachariiTa's captive fain 
Would untie his iron chain ; 

And, thofe fcorching beams to fhun^ 
To thy gentle fhadow run. 

If the foul had free elediion 
To difpofe of her aifediion ; 

I would not thus long have borne 
Haughty SachaiilTa’s fcorn : 

But ^tis fure fome Power above. 
Which controls our wills in love I 
If not a love, a ftrong defire 
To create and fpread that fire 
In my breaft, follicits me. 

Beauteous Amoret I for thee. 

^Tis amazement more than love^ 
Which her radiant eyes do move ; 

If lefs fplendor wait on thine. 

Yet they fo benignly ihine, 

I would turn my dazzled fight 
To behold their milder light. 

But as hard 'ds to defiroy 
That high flame, as to enjoy ; 

Which how eas’ly I may do. 

Heaven (as eas'ly fcaPd) does know 4 


Amorcti 
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Amoret ! as fwcet and good 
As the moft delicious food. 

Which, but tailed, does impart 
Life and gladnefs to the heart. 

Sacharida's beauty 's wine. 

Which to madnefs doth incline : 

Such a liquor, as no brain 
That is mortal can fullain. 

Scarce can I to heaven excufc 
The devotion, which I ufe 
Unto that adored dame : 

For 'tis not unlike the fame. 

Which I thither ought to fend. 

So that if It could take end, 

^Twould to heaven itfelf be due. 

To fucceed her, and not you t 
Who already have of me 
All that ’s not idolatry z 
Which, though not fo fierce a flame. 

Is longer like to be the fame. 

Then fmile on me, and I will pro\ e. 

Wonder is Ihorter-liv’d than love. 

ON THE FRIENDSHIP BETWIXT SACHi* 
RISSA AND AMORET. 

T ell me, lovely loving Pair I 
Why fo kind, and fo fevere i 
Why fo ca^elefs of our care^ 

Only to yourfelves fo dear-? 


By 
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By this cunning change of hearts. 

You the power of Love controul ; 

While the boy’s deluded darts 
Can arrive at neither foul* 

For in vain to either breafi: 

Still beguiled Love does come : 

Where he finds a foreign gueft ; 

Neither of your hearts at home* 

Debtors thus with like defign. 

When they never mean to pay. 

That they may the law decline. 

To fome friend make ail away* 

Not the filver doves that fly. 

Yok’d in Cytherea’s car; 

Not the wings that lift fo high ; 

And convey her fon fo far ; 

Are fo lovely, fweet, and fair. 

Or do more ennoble love , 

Are fo choicely match’d a pair. 

Or with more confent do move* 

TO AMORET* 

A MORET, the Milky Way, 

Fram’d of many namelefs fiars ! 

The fmooth ftream, where none can fay. 

He this drop to that prefers I 
Vc/L* XVI. F 


Amoretj 
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Amoret, my lovely foe I 

Tell me where thy ftrength does lie ? 

Where the power that charms us fo ? 

In thy foul, or in thy eye ? 

By that fnowy neck alone : 

Or thy grace in motion feen ; 

No fuch wonders could be done ; 

Yet thy w^aift is Hraight, and clean. 

As Cupid's lhaft; or Hermes' rod : 

And powerful too, as either God, 

A LA MALADE, 

A h lovely Amoret, the care 

Of all that know what 's good, or fair ! 

Is Heaven become our rival too ? 

Had the rich gifts, confer'd on you 
So amply thence, the common end 
Of giving lovers, — to pretend ? 

Hence, to this pining ficknefs (meant 
To weary thee to a confent 
Of leaving us) no power is given. 

Thy beauties to impair : for Heaven 
Solicits thee with fuch a care. 

As rofes from the ftalks we tear : 

When we would ftill preferve them new„ 

And frelh, as on the bufh they grew. 

With fuch a grace you entertain. 

And look with fuch contempt on pain, 

Tbt 
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That languilliing you conquer more. 

And wound us deeper than before. 

So lightnings which in florms appear 
Scoich more than when the fdes are clear* 

And as pale ficknefs does in-vade 
Your frailer part, the breaches made 
In that fair lodging, flill more clear 
Make the blight gueft, your foul, appear* 

So nymphs o’er pathlefs mountains borne. 

Their light robes by the brambles torn 
From their farr limbs, expofing new 
And unknown beauties to the view 
Qf following Gods, increafe their ilame^ 

And hafte, to catch the flying game. 

Upon the Death of my Lady RICH, 

T\ yf AY thofe already curs’d Effexian plains, 

IVX Where hally death and pining ficknefs reigns, 

Proi e all a defart ! and none there make flay. 

But favage beafls, or men as wild as they I 
There the fair light, which all our ifland grac’d. 

Like Hero’s taper in the window plac’d. 

Such fate from the malignant air did iind^ 

As that expofed to the boiflerous wind. 

Ah, cruel heaven 1 to fnatch fo foon away 
Her, for whofe life had we had time to pray. 

With thoufand vows, and tears, we fliould have fought 
That fad decree’s fufpenlion to have wrought. 

But we, alas, no whiiper of her pain 
Heard, till ’t was flu to wilh her here again, 

F 2 


That 



68 WALLER’S POEMS. 

That hoi rid woid> at once, like lightning fpread 
Stiook all our cars — the Lady Rich is dead ! 
Heart-rending news ! and dieadful to thofe few 
\\ ho her refemble, and her fteps purfue : 

That Death jfhould licence have to lage among 
The fair, the wife, the virtuous, and the young I 
The * Paphian Queen from that fierce battle borne^ 
With geared hand, and veil fo rudely torn, 

Like terror did among th^ Immortals breed; 

Taught by her wound that Goddefies may bleed. 

All fiand amazed 1 but beyond the reft 
Th' f hcioic dame whofc happy womb ftie bleft. 

Mov'd with juft grief, expoftulates with Heaven; 
Urging the piomife to th’ obfequions given, 

Of longer life : for ne'er was pious foul 
Moie apt t' obey, moie woithy to controL 
A fkilfui eye at once might read the race 
Of ‘Caledonian Monarchs in her face. 

And fweet humility ; her look and mind 
At once w^ere lofty, and at once were kind. 

There dwelt the fcorn of vice, and pity too. 

For thofe that did what fhe difdain'd to do ; 

So gentle and fevere, that what v/as bad. 

At once her hatred, and her pardon had. 

Gracious to all ; 'but where her love was due^ 

So fall, fo faithful, loyal, and io true> 

That a bold hand as foon might hope to force 
The rolling lights of heaven, as change her courfe. 
Some happy Angel, that beholds hei there, 

Jnftrud us to recoid what fhe was here 1 

Venus. f Chiifiian Countefs of Devonlhlre* 

Ani 
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And when this cloud of forrow ’s over-blown. 
Through the wide world we 'll make her graces known^ 
So frefh the wound is, and the gncf fo vaft. 

That all our art, and power of fpcech, is waile. 

Here paffion fways, but there the Mufe fhall raifc 
Eternal monuments of louder praife. 

There our delight, complying with her fame;^ 

Shall have occaiion to recite thy name,. 

Fair Sachariffa ! — and now only fair ^ 

To facied friendihip 'll an altar real 
(Such as the Pvomans did ered of old .) 

Where, on a marble pillar, fhall be told 
The lo\ ely pafTion each to other bare. 

With the lefemblance of that matchlefs Pair. 

NaiciiTus to the thing for which he pin’d 
Was not more like, than your’s to her fair mind;. 

Save that fhe grac’d the fcveial parts of life, 

A fpotlefs viigin, and a faultlefs wife; 

Such was the fweet conveife ’twixt her and you,- 
As that {lie holds with her afTociates now. 

How falfe is Hope, and how regardlefs Fate,, 

That fuch a love fhould have fo Ihort a date I 
Lately I faw her fighing part from thee ; 

(Alas that fuch the lafl farewel Ihouid be!), 

So look’d Ahr^a, her remove defign’d. 

On thole dift relied friends Ihe left behind. 

Confent in virtue knit your hearts fo fall. 

That Hillthc knot,, in fpite of death, does laftz 
For, as your tears, and forrow- wounded foul. 

Prove Well that on your part this bond is whole : 

F 5 So, 
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So, all we know of what they do above. 

Is, that they happy are, and that they love. 

Let dark oblivion, and the hollow grave. 

Content themfelves our frailer thoughts to have ; 
Well-chofen love is never taught to die. 

But with our nobler part invades the fky. 

Then grieve no more, that one fo heavenly fhap’d 
The crooked hand of trembling age efcap’d. 

Rather, fince we beheld her not decay, 

But that fhe vanifh’d fo entiie away. 

Her wond'roiis beauty, and her goodnefs, merit 
We fhould fuppofe, that fome propitious fpirit 
In that coelellial form fiequented here; 

And is not dead, but ceafes to appear. 

THE BATTLE OF THE SUMMER-ISLANDS. 
CANTO I. 

What fj lilts they have, and how heaven fmilcs 
Upon thofe latc-difcoverd ifies. 

A I D me, Beliona ! while the dreadful £ght 
Betwixt a nation, and two whales, I write; 
Seas flain’d with gore I fing, adventurous toil I 
And how thefe mongers did difarm an ide. 

Bermuda walFd with rocks who does not know ? 

That happy illand I where huge lemons grow ; 

And orange-trees, which golden fruit do bear, 

Th" Hefperian garden boads of none fo fair : 

Where fhining pearl, coral, and many a pound. 

On the rich fhoie, of aniber-gns is found. 


The 
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The lofty cedar, which to heaien alpiies. 

The Prince of trees ! is fuel foi their fires : 

The fmoke, by which their loaded fpits do turn. 
For incenfe might on facred altars burn : 

Their private roofs on odorous timber borne. 
Such as might palaces for Kings adoin. 

The fweet palmitoes a new Bacchus yield. 

With leaves as ample as the broadeft fhield ; 

Under the fhadow of whofe friendly boughs 
They fit, caroufing where their liquor grows. 

Figs there unplanted through the fields do grow. 
Such as fierce Cato did the Romans fhow ; 

With the rare fruit inviting them to fpoil 
Carthage, the miflrefs of fo rich a foil. 

The naked rocks are not unfruitful there. 

But, at forae conftant feafons every year. 

Their barren tops with lufeious food abound ; 

And with the eggs of various fowls arc crowned. 
Tobacco is the word: of things, which tliey 
To Englilh landlords, as their tribute pay. 

Such is the mould, that the bleft tenant feeds 
On precious fruits, and pays his lent in v/eeds. 
With candy 'd plantains, and the juicy pine. 

On choicefi: melons, and fweet grapes, they dine : 
And with potatoes fat their wanton fwlne. 

Nature thefe cates with fucli a larifli hand 
Pours out among them, that our coarfer land 
Taftes of that bounty, and does cloth return. 
Which not for warmth, but ornament, is worn ; 
F4 
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For the kind fpring, \vMch but falutes us here. 
Inhabits there, and courts them all the year : 

Ripe fruits and blolToms on the fame trees live ; 

At once they promife, what at once they give. 

So fweet the air, fo modeiate the clime ; 

None fickly lives, 01 dies before his time. 

Heaven fore has kept this fpot of earth uncurfi. 

To fhew how all things were created lirfl:. 

The tardy plants in oui cold oichaids placed, 
Referee their fiuit for the next age’s tafte : 

There, a fmali grain, in fome few months, will be 
A £rni, a lofty, and a fpacious tree. 

The Palma-Chrifi, and the fair papa. 

Now but a feed (pretenting nature's law) 

In half the circle of the hafty year 
Piojed a jtliadc, and lovely fruits do weai* 

And as their tiecs, in our dull region fet. 

But faintly grow, and no perfeiilion get ; 

So, in this northern trad, our hoarfer throats 
Utter unripe and ill-conflraincd notes : 

While the fupportcr of the Poet's ftylc, 

Phoebus, on them eternally does fraile. 

Oh ! how I long my carelefs limbs to lay 
Under the plantain's jlhadc ; and all the day 
With amorous airs my fancy entertain ; 

Invoke the Mufes, and improve my vein ! 

No paffion there in my free bicail fhould move. 
None but the Rveet, and beft of pafTions, love. 
There will I ling, if gentle Love be by, 

That tunes my lute, and winds the firing fo high ; 
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With the fweet found of SacharilTa's name, 

I 'll make the liftening favages glow tame. — 

But while I do thefe pleafing dreams indite^. 

I am diverted from the promis’d iighu 

CANTO IL 

Of their alarm, and how then foes 
DifcoverM weie, this Canto fliows^ 

T hough locks fo high about this ifland life,- 
That well they may the numerous Turk delpife ; 
Yet is no human fate exempt from fear j 
Which lhakes their hearts, while through the ifle they hear 
A lalling noife, as horrid and as loud 
As thunder makes, before it breaks the cloud. 

Three days they dread this murmur, ere they know 
From what blind caufe th’ unwonted found may grow $ 
At length two monllers of unequal fize. 

Hard by the iliore, a fifherman efpies j 

Two mighty whales ! which fwelling feas had toft. 

And left them prifoners on the rocky coaft. 

One, as a mountain vafl ,* and with her came 
A cub, npt much inferior to his dam. 

Here in a pool among the rocks engag’d. 

They roar’d, like lions caught in toils, and rag’cL 
The man knew what they were, who h«retofore 
Had feen the like lie raurther’d on the fliore ; 

By the wild fury of foine tempeft caft. 

The fate of Hups, and fhip-wreck'd men, to taile. 
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As carelefs dames, whom wine and ileep betray 
To frantic dreams, their infants overlay ; 

So there fometimes the raging ocean fails. 

And her o^^ n brood expofes ; when the whales 
Againft fharp rocks, like reeling veffels, quafliM, 
Though huge as mountains, are in pieces dafh’d ; 
Along the Ihore their dreadful limbs lie fcatter’d ; 

Like hills with earthquakes fhaken, torn, and fliatter'd* 
Hearts fure of brafs they had, who tempted firft 
Rude feas, that fpare not what themfeh es have nurft. 
The welcome news, through all the nation fpread. 

To fudden joy, and hope, converts their dread . 
What lately was their public terror, they 
Behold with glad eyes as a certain prey : 

Difpofe already of th* untaken fpoil ; 

And, as the purchafe of their future toil, 

Thefe lhare the bones, and they divide the oil 
So was the huntfman by the bear oppreft, 

Whofe hide he fold — before he caught the beaft ! 

They man their boats, and all the young men arm 
With whatfoever may the monfters harm , 

Pikes, halberts, fpits, and darts that wound fo far ; 
The tools of peace, and inftruments of war. 

Now was the time for vigoious lads to fliow 
What love, or honour, could invite them to : 

A goodly theatre I where rocks are round 
With reverend ige, and lovely laifes, crown’d* 

Such was the lake which held this dreadful pair. 
Within the bounds of noble Warwick’s Ihare : 

Warwick’s 
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Warwick’s bold Eail ! than which no title bears 
A greater found among our Britilh Peers. 

And worthy he the memory to renew. 

The fate and honour, to that title due ; 

Whofe brave adventures have transfer’d his name. 

And through the new world fpread his growing fame.-— 
But how they fought, and what their valour gain’d. 
Shall in another Canto be contain’d. 


CANTO III. 

The bloody fight, fuccefslefs toil, 

And how the £flies Pack’d the ifle. 

T H E boat, which on the firft aflault did go, 
Strook with a harping-ir’n the younger foe ; 
Who, when he felt his fide fo rudely goar’d. 
Loud, as the iea that nounfh’d him, he roar’d. 
As a broad bream to pleafe fome curious tafte. 
While yet alive, in boiling water call. 

Vex’d with unwonted heat, he flings about 
The fcorching brafs, and hurls the liquor out ; 

So, with the barbed' javelin flung, he raves ; 

And fcourges with his tail the fuffering waves* 
Like Spenfer’s Talus with his iron flail. 

He threatens ruin with his ponderous tail; 
Diflblving at one flroke the batter’d boat. 

And down the men fall drenched in the moat: 
With every fierce encounter they are forc’d 
To quit their boats, and fare like men unhors’d. 


The 
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The bigger whale like foine huge carrack lay. 
Which wanteih fea-ioom with her foes to play ; 
Slowly fhe fwims, and when pro\ ok’d Ihe would 
Advance her tail, her head falutes the mud : 

The fhallow water doth her force infringe. 

And renders vain her tail's impetuous fwinye : 
The fhining Reel her tender fides receive. 

And there, like bees, they all their weapons leave* 
This fees the cub, and does himfeif oppofe 
Betwixt his cumber'd mother and her foes . 

With defperate courage nc leceives her wounds,. 
And men and boats his adi\ c tail confounds. 
Their forces join'd, the feas with billows fill. 

And make a tempeft, though the winds be dilL 
Now would the men with half their hoped piey 
Be well content; and wifh this cub away : 

Their wifh they have; he {to dircd his dam 
Unto the gap through which they thither came) 
Before her fwims, and quits the hoftile lake ; 

A prifoner there, but for his mother’s fake. 

She, by the rocks compcird to flay behind. 

Is by the vaftnefs of her bulk confin'd. 

They fhout for joy I and now on hci alone 
Their fury falls, and all their darts are thrown* 
Tlieir lances fpent, one, bolder than the reft. 

With his broad fword provok'd the fluggifti biafl s 
Her oily fide devours both blade and heft ; 

And there his fteel the bold Bermudan left. 
Courage the reft from his example take. 

And now they change the colour of the lake : 


Blood 
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Blood flows in rivers from her wounded flde. 

As if they would prevent the tardy tide. 

And raife the flood to that propitious height^ 

As might convey her from this fatal ftreight : 

*She fwims in blood, and blood does fpouting throw 
To heaven, that heaven men’s cruelties might know^ 
Their fixed javelins in her fides Ihe weais. 

And on "her back a grove of pikes appears : 

You would have thought, had you the monfter fecn 
Thus drefl, fhe had another iiland been, 

Roaiing <{he teais the air with fuch a noife. 

As well refembled the confpiring voice * 

Of routed armies, when the field is won ; 

To reach the ears of her efcaped fon. 

He, though a league removed from the foe, 

Haftes to her aid : the pious * Trojan fo, 

Negleding for Creufa’s life his own. 

Repeats the danger of the burning town. 

The men amazed blulh’d to lee the feed 
Of monflers, human piety exceed. 

Well proves this kindnefs what the Grecian fung. 

That Love’s bright mother from the ocean fprung. 
Their courage droops, and hopelefs now they wilh 
For compofition with th^ unconquer’d fi£h : 

So fhe their weapons would rellore, again 
Through rocks they ’d hew her paffage to the Main. 

But how inftruded in each other’s mind ? 

Or what commerce can men with monflers find ? 

^ ^neas* 


Not 
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Nor daring to approach their wounded foe. 

Whom her courageous fon proteded fo ; 

They charge their mufquets, and with hot defire 
Of fell revenge, renew the fight with fire : 
Standing aloof, with lead they bruife the fcales. 
And tear the flefii, of the incenfed whales. 

But no fuccefs their fierce endeavours found. 

Nor this way could they give one fatal wound. 
Now to their Fort they are about to fend, 

For the loud engines which their ifle defend ; 

But what thofe Pieces, fram’d to batter walls, 
Would have effeded on thofe mighty whales. 

Great Neptune will not have us know ; who fends 
A tide fo high, that it relieves his friends. 

And thus they parted with exchange of harms ; 
Much blood the monfters loft, and they their arms, 

SONG. 

P EACE, babbling Mufe! 

I dare not fing what you indite 5 
Her eyes refufe 

To read the pafiion which they write : 

She ftrikes my lute, but, if it found. 

Threatens to hurl it on the ground : 

And I no lefs her anger dread. 

Than the poor wretch that feigns him dead. 

While fome fierce lion does embrace 
His breathlefs corpfe, and lick his face : 

Wrap’d up in filent fear he lies. 

Torn all in pieces if he cries. 


OF 
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OF LOVE. 

A nger, in hafty words, or blowSj^ 

Itfelf difcharges on our foes : 

And forrow too finds fome relief 
In tearsi which wait upon our grief : 

So every paflion, but fond Love, 

Unto Its own redrefs does move : 

But that alone the wretch inclines 
To what prevents his own defigns ; 

Makes him lament, and iigh, and weep, 

Diforder’d, tremble, fawn, and creep; 

Poflures which render him defpis'd. 

Where he endeavours to be priz’d. 

For women (born to be control’d) 

Stoop to the forward and the bold : 

Alfed the haughty and the proud. 

The gay, the frolic, and the loud. 

Who firft the generous Heed opprefi. 

Not kneeling did falute the beaft i 
But with high courage, life, and force. 

Approaching, tam’d th’ unruly horfe. 

Un wifely we the wifer Eafi: 

Pity, fuppofing them oppreft 
With tyrants’ force, whofe law is will. 

By which they govern, fpoil, and kill : 

Each nymph, but moderately fair. 

Commands with no lefs rigor here. 

Should fome brave Turk, that walks among 
His twenty lafies, bright and young; 

And 
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And beckons to the willing dame. 
Preferred to quench his prefent flame ; 
Echold as many Gallants heie. 

With modefl: guife, and filent fear. 

All to one female idol bend ; 

While her high piide does fcarce defcend 
To mark theii follies ; he would fwear 
That thefe her guard of eunuclis were : 
And that a more majeflic Queen, 

Or humbler flaves, he had not feen. 

All this with indignation fpoke, 

Jn vain I ftruggled with the yoke 
Of mighty Love : that conquering look. 
When next beheld, like lightning ftrook 
My blafled foul : and made me bow. 
Lower than thofe I pity'd now. 

So the tall flag, upon the brink 
Of feme fmooth ft ream, about to drink. 
Surveying there his amjed head. 

With fhame remembers that he fled 
The fcorned dogs ; refolves to try 
The combat next : but, if their cry 
Invades again his trembling ear. 

He ftiait refumes his wonted care ; 

Leaves the untafted fpring behind, 

And, wing’d with fear, out4ies the wind. 


T 0 
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TO PHYLLIS. 

P H Y L LI S I why fnduld we delay 
Pleafures fhorter than the day ? 
Could we (which we never can *) 

Stretch our lives beyond their fpan ; 
Beauty like a fhadow flies. 

And our youth before us dies. 

Or, would youth and beauty ftay. 

Love hath wings, and will away. 

Love hath fwifter wings than Time : 
Change in love to heaven does climb ^ 
Gods, that never change their flate. 

Vary oft their love and hate. 

Phyllis I to this truth we owe 
All the love betwixt us two : 

Let not you and I enquire. 

What has been our pafl: defire : 

*On what fbepherd you have fmU’d, 

Or what nymphs I have beguil'd ; 

Leave it to the' planets too. 

What we fhall hereafter do ; 

Tor the joys we now may prove. 

Take advice of prefentlovew 


Vou XVt 


G 


TO 
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TO MY LORD OF FALKLAND, 

B rave Holknd leads, aiKl with Idm Falkland goes* 
Who hears this told, and does not flrait fuppofe 
W’'e fend the Giaces and the Mufes forth. 

To civili/e and to inflrudli the North ? 

Not that thefe ornaments make fwords Icfs fliiaip^ 
Apollo bears as well his bow as harp : 

And though he be :he patron of that fpring. 

Where in calm peace the facred virgins fing ; 

He courage had to guard th' in\aded throne 
Of Jove, and call the ambitious giant dovui. 

Ah, noble friend 1 with what impatience all 
That know thy worth, and know hov/ piodigal 
Of thy great foul thou art (longing to twill: 

Bays with that ivy, which fo early kifs’d 
Thy youthful temples) v/itli what honor we 
Think on the blind c\cnts of war and thee! 

To fate expoilng that all-knowing bieaft 
Among the throng, as cheaply as the rcil : 

Where oaks and bi ambles (if the copfc be burned) 
Confounded lie, to the fame aflres turn’d. 

Some happy wind o’ver the ocean blow 
This temped yet, which frights our ifland fo ! 
Guaided with Ihips, and all the fea oui own. 

From Heaten this mlfchief on our heads is throw^iU 
In a late dream, the Genius of this land, 

Amass’% I faw, like the * fair Hcbiew Hand ; 


Bebekah# 


When 



TO LORB FALKLAND. 

When firft ilie felt the twins begin to jar. 

And found her womb the feat of civil war. 

Inclin’d to whofe relief, and with prefage 
Of better fortune for the prefent age. 

Heaven* fends, quoth I, this difcoid for our good ; 
To warm, perhaps, but not to xvafle our blood ; 

To laife our drooping fpints, grown the fcorn 
Of our proud neighbours , who ere long fhall mourn 
{Though now they joy in our expecled harms) 

We had occafion to lefume our arms, 

A lion fo with felf-provokiiig fmart 
(His rebel tail fcourgmg his nobler part)' 

Calls up his courage , then begins to roar. 

And charge his foes, who thought him mad beforer 

FOR DRINKING OF HEALTHS. 

L E T brutes and \ egetals, that caiinot think, 

’ So far as di ought and nature urges, diink: 

A more indulgent millrefs guides our fp’rits, 

Reafon, that dares beyond our appetites ; 

She would our care, as well as thirR, redrefs ; 

And 'Vv^ith Divinity rewards excefs.. 

Deferred Aiiadne, thus fupply’d,. 

Did perjur’d -Thefeus’ cruelty deride: 

Lacchus embrac’d, from her exalted thought 
Lanifh’d the man, her paiTion, and his faulu 
Bacchus and Phoebus are by Jove ally’d. 

And each by other’s timely heat fupply’d : 

All that the gr^es owe to his ripening fires. 

Is paid in Numbers which their juice infpires,- 
G » 


Wine 
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Wine fills the veins, and healths are underfiood 
To give our friends a title to our blood : 

Who, naming me, doth warm his courage fo. 
Shews for my fake what his bold hand would do. 


SONG* 

I. 

C H LO R I S farewel ! I now mufi: go t 
For if with thee I longer &ay, 

Thy eyes prevail upon me fo, 

I ihall prove blind, and lofe my way, 

II. 

Fame of thy beauty, and thy youth. 
Among the reft, me hither brought : 
Finding this fame fall ftiort of truth. 
Made me ftay longer than I thought, 

III. 

For I'm. engag’d by word and oath, 

A fervant to another's will : 

"J^et, for thy love, I'd forfeit both. 

Could I be fure to keep it ftill. 

IV. 

But what'afturance can I take ? 

When thou, foreknowing this abufe. 
For fome more worthy lover's fake, 

May'ft leave me with fo juft excule# 


V. For 
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V. 

For thou may’ll fay, ’twas not thy fault 
That thou didft thus inconllant prove ; 

Being by my example taught 

To break thy oath, to mend thy love* 

VI* 

No, Chloris, no : I will return. 

And raife thy llory to that height. 

That Grangers lhall at dillance burn ; 

And fhe diftrull me reprobate. 

vir. 

Then fliall my love this doubt dilplace. 

And gain fiich trull, that I may come 
And banquet fometimes on thy face. 

But make my conllant meals at home* 

OF MY LADY ISABELLA PLAYING ON THE LUTE. 

S UCH moving founds; from fuch’a carelefs touch t 
So unconcernfd herlelf, and we To much! j 
What art is this, that with fo little pains 
Tranfports’-us thus; and o’er* our fpirits reigns ? 

The trembling firings about her fingers crowd, , 

And tell their joy for overy kifs aloud ; 

Small force there needs to make them tremble fo ; 
Touch'd by that hand, who would not tremble too ? 

Here Love takes Hand, and, while fhe charms the ear^ 
Empties his' quiver on the Iiftening deer; * 

Mulic fo foftens and difarms the mind. 

That not an arrow does refinance find, - 
G $ 
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Thus the fair tyiant celebrates the prize. 

And aifts hcrfelf the triumph of her eyes : 

So Nero once, with harp in hand, furvey'd 
His flaming Rome, and as it burned he play’d* 

TO A LADY SINGING A SONG OF HIS COMPOSING* 

C H LORIS, yourfelf you fo excel, 

Vv hen } ou \ oachfafe to breathe my thought, 
That, like a fpirit, with this fpell 
Of my own teaching, I am caught* 

That eagle’s fate and mine are one. 

Which, on the lhaft that made him die# 

Efp) ’d a feather of his own. 

Wherewith he w^ont to foar fo high* 

Had Echo \?ith fo fweet a grace 
Najciifus’ loud complaints return’d. 

Not for reflection of his face. 

But of his voice, the boy had bura’d* 

OF MRS, ARDEN, 

B ehold, and liflen, while the Fair 
Breaks in fweet founds the willing air s 
And, with her own breath, fans the fire 
Which her bright eyes do firft infpire* 

What reafon can that love control, 

Wiiich more than one way courts the foul f 
So, when a flafh of lightning falls 
On our abodes, the danger calls 

For 
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OF MRS. ARDEN, 

For huiUan aid ; which hopes the flame 
To conquer, though from heaven it came ; 
But, if the winds with that confpire. 

Men Hrive not, but deplore the fire, 


OF THE MARRIAGE OF THE DWARF Sf. 

D esign, orcliance, make others wive 5 
But nature did this match contrive ; 

Eve might as w^ell hai e Adam fled. 

As fhe deny’d her little bed 

To him, for whom Heav’n feem’d to frame, 

And meafure out, this only dame. 

Thrice happy is that humble pair. 

Beneath the level of all care 1 
Over wdiofe heads thofe arrows fly 
Of fad diftrull, and jealoufy : 

Secured in as high extreme. 

As if the world held none but them. 

To him the fairefi: nymphs do fhow 
Like moving mountains topp'd with fnow ; 

And every man a Polypheme 
Does to his Galatea leem ; 

None may piefume her faith to pro\e; 

He proffers death that proffers love. 

Ah 1 Chloris ! that kind nature thus 
From all the world had fever'd us ; 

Creating for ourfelves us two. 

As love lias me for only you I 
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LOVERS FAREWELL,. 

*Tn RE A DING the path to nobler ends, 

A long farewell to love I gave : 
Rcfolv’d my country, and my friends. 

All that remain'd of me Ihould hate. 

And this refolt e no mortal dame. 

None but thofe eyes, could have overthrown ; 
The nym|-h I dare not, need not, name. 

So high, fo like herfelf alone. 

Thus the tall oak, which now afpires 
Above the fear of private fires ^ 

Grown and defign’d for nobler ufe. 

Not to make w arm, but build the houfe ; 
Though fiom our meaner flames fecure. 

Mull that which falls from heaven endure. 


FROM A CHILD. 

TV /T" ADA M, as in feme climes the warmer fun 
XVJL Makes it full fummer ere the fpring ’s begun 
And with ripe fruit the bending boughs can load, 
JBcfore our violets dare look abroad : 

So, meafure not by any common ufe. 

The early love- your brighter eyes produce. 

When lately your fair hand in woman’s weed' 
Wrap’d my glkd head, I wifh’d me fo indeed. 
That hafiy time might never make roe grow 
Out of thofe favours you afford me now i 
That I might ever fuch* indulgence find ; 

And you not blufli, or think yourfelf too kind#* 


Who, 
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Who nowj I fear, while I thefe joys exprefs. 

Begin to think how you may make them lefs ; 

The found of^love makes your foft heart afraid,, 

And guard itfelf, though but a child invade. 

And innocently at your white breall throw 
A dart as white, a ball of new-falFn fnow. 

ON A GIRDLE, 

T hat which her llender waill confin’d,,, 

Shall now my joyful temples bind : 

No monarch but would give his crown. 

His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my Heaven’s extremeft fphere. 

The pale which held that lovely deer : 

My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, , 

Did all within this circle move ! 

A narrow compaiia‘l and yet there 
Dwelt all that ’s good, and all that ’s fair:. 

Give me but what this riband bound. 

Take all the refl.the fun goes round, 

TO THE MUTABLE FAIR* 

H ere, C^lkl for thy fake I part 
With all that grew fo near my heart : 

The pafiion that had for thee. 

The faith, the love, the conftancy I 
And, that I may fuccefsful prove, 

Trans&rm myfdf to what you love*- 

JPool 
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Fool that I was ! fo much to prize 
Thofe fimple virtues you defpife ; 

Fool! that with fiich dull airows llrove. 
Or hop'd to reach a fljdng dove. 

For you, that are in motion ftill. 

Decline our foice, and mock our Ikill : 
Who, hke Don Quixote, do advance 
Againft a wind-mill 01- r vain lance. 

Now will I wandei through the air. 
Mount, make a ftoop at every Fair ; 

And, Vrith a fancy unconfin'd, 

(As lawlefs as the fea or wind) 

Purfue you wherefoe'er you fiy. 

And wuth your various thoughts comply* 
The formal fiars do travel fo. 

As w'e their names and courfes know ; 

And he that on their changes looks. 

Would think them govern'd by our books : 
But never were the clouds reduc'd 
To any art ; the motion us'd 
By thofe free 1 apors are fo light. 

So frequent, that the conquer’d fight 
Defpairs to find the rules that guide 
Thofe gilded lhadows as they Aide. 

And therefore of the fpacious air 
Jove's royal confort had the care : 

And by that power did once efcape. 
Declining bold Ixion's rape; 

She with her own refemblance grac’d 
A Ihining cloud, which he embrac'd* 



TO THE MUTABLE FAIR. 

Such was that image, fo it fmird 
With feeming kindnefs, which beguird 
Your Thyrfis lately, when he thought 
He had his fleeting Caeha caught. 

^Twas fhap’d like her ; but for the Fair, 

He fiird* his arms with yielding air. 

A fate for which he grieves the lefs, 
Becaufe the Gods had like fuccefs. 

Foi in their Hory, one, we fee, 

Purfues a nymph, and takes a tree : 

A fecond, with a lover's hafte. 

Soon overtakes whom he had chac'd ; 

But Ihe that did a Virgin feem, 

Poffeh, appears a wandering flream; 

For his fuppofed Love, a third 
Lays greedy hold upon a bird ; 

And Hands amaz'd, to find his dear 
A wild inhabitant of th' air. 

To thefe old tales fuch nymphs as you 
Give credit, and ftill make them new ^ 

The amorous now like wonders And, 
la the fwift changes of your mind. 

But, Ctelia, if you apprehend 
The Mufe of your incenfed friend : 

Nor would that he record your blame. 

And make it live, repeat the fame ; 

Again deceive him, and again. 

And then he fwears he 'll not complain# 

For Hill to be deluded fo. 

Is all the pleafure lovers know ; 
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Who, like good falconerSi take delight. 

Not ia the quarry, but the flights 

T. O. F L A V I A*. 

&. o N G. 

i; 

not your beauty can engage 
JL My wary heart ; 

The fun, , in all his pride and rage. 

Has not that art | , 
And yet he-lhines as bright as you. 

If brightnefs could our fouls fubdue. , 

II. 

^Tis not the pretty.things you fay. 

Nor thofe you writCj^ , 
Which can make Thyrfis* heart your prey : 

For that delight. 

The graces of a well-taught mind. 

In fome of our own fex we find,. 

Ilf. 

No, Flavia ! 'tis your loye I fear; 

Lovers fureft darts*, 
Thofe which fo feldom fail him, are 

Headed "with hearts : 
Their very fhadows*make us yield ; 

Difiemble well, and win the field. 
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THE FALL, 

S EE I Iiow the willing earth gave way:. 
To take th’ impreffion where fhe lay ! 
See 1 how the mould, as loth to leave 
So fweet a burden, Hill doth cleave 
Clofe to the nymph’s flam’d garment! Here 
The coming fpring would firfl appear ; 

And all this place with rofes ftrow. 

If bufy feet would let them grow. 

Here Venus fmil’d, to fee blind Chance 
Jtfelf, before her Son, advance ; 

And a fair image to prefent. 

Of what the iBoy fo long had meant. 

®Twas fuch a chance as this made all 
The world into this order fall ; 

‘Thus the firfl lovers, on the clay 
'*Of which they were compofed lay : 

So in their prime, with equal grace. 

Met the firfl patterns of our race. 

Then blufh not. Fair 1 or on him frown, 

‘ Or wonder how you both came down ; 

But touch hint, and he ’ll tremble flrait; 
How could he then fupport your weight ? 
How could the youth,, alas! but bend 
When his whole heaven upon him lean’d ? 

If aught by him amifs were don^ 

^Twas that he let you urife fo foon# 


OF 
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OF SYLVIA, 

O U R fighs are heard, jufl: Heaven declarer' 
The fenfe it has of lovers' cares ; 

She that has fo far the reft oatfliin'd, 

Sylvia the fair, while fhe was kind^ 

As if her frowns impair'd her biow. 

Seems only not unhandfome now. 

So when the fky makes us endure 
A ftorm, itfelf becomes obfcure. 

Hence ’tis that I conceal my flame. 

Hiding from Flavians felf her name 
Left Ihe, provoking heaven, fhould prove? 

How it rewards negledled love. 

Better a thoufand fuch as 1 , 

Their grief untold,, fhould pine and die j 
Than her bright morning, overcait 
With fulien clouds, fhould be defaced,. 

THE BUD. 

L ately on yonder fwelling bufh. 

Big with many a coming rofe. 

This early bud began to blufli. 

And did but half itfelf difclofe: 

I pluck'd it, though no better grown 5 
And now you fee how full 'tis blown. 


Still 
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Still as I did the leaves infpire. 

With fuch a purple light they Ihone, 

As if they had been made of fire. 

And fpreading fo, would fiame anon : 

All that .was meant by air or fun. 

To the young flower, my breath has donCr 

If our loofe breath fo much can do. 

What may the fame in forms of love^ 

Of purefl: love, and mufic too. 

When Flavia it afpires to move ? 

When that, which lifelefs buds perfuades 
To wax moie foft, her youth invades ^ 

S O N G* 

B ehold the brand of beauty tofif 

See how the motion does dilate the flame t 
Delighted Love his fpoils does boafi. 

And triumph in this game. 

Fire, to no place confin’d. 

Is both our wonder, and our fear; 

Moving the mind. 

As lightning hurled through the air» 

High heaven the glory does increafe 
Of all her Ihining lamps, this artful way : 

The fun in figures, fuch as thefe, 

Joys with the moon to play : 

To 
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To the fweet drains they advance. 
Which do refult from their own fpheres ; 

As this nymph's dance 
Moves with the numbers which fhe hears. 


ON THE DISCOVERY OF A LADy's PAINTING^ 

P YGMALEON's fate revers’d is mine: 

His marble love took flefh and blood ; 

All that I worlhip'd as divine. 

That beauty ! now 'tis underflood. 

Appears to have no more of life. 

Than that whereof he fram'd his wife* 

As women yet, who appreliend 
Some fudden caufe of caufelefs fear. 

Although that feeming caufe take end. 

And they behold no danger near, 

A fhaking through their limbs they find. 

Like leaves faluted by the wind ; 

So, thougli the beauty do appear 
No beauty, which amaz’d me fo; 

Yet from my breaft I cannot tear 
The pafiion, which from thence did grow| 

Nor yet out bf my fancy rafe 
The print of that fujppofed face<. 


Area} 



ON A LADY’S PAINTIJ^G^ 

A real beauty, though too near. 

The fond NarcilTus did admire ; 

I doat on that which is no where ; 

The fign of beauty feeds mj fire. 

No mortal flame was e’er fo cruel 
As this, which thus furvives the fuel. 

TO A LADY, 

FROM WHOM HE RECEIVED A 3lLV£i^ PE 

M ADAM! intending to have tr} ’d 
The filver favour which you ga\e. 

In ink the fhining point I dy"d. 

And drench'd it in the fable wave : 

When, griev’d to be fo foully ftain’u, 

On you it thus to me complain’d. 

Suppofe you had deferv’d to take 
From her fair hand fo fair a boon;. 

Yet how defer ved I to make 
So ill a change ; who ever won 
Immortal praife for what I wiote. 

Intruded by her noble thought } 

I, that exprefled her commands 

To mighty Lords and Princely dames. 

Always moft welcome to their hands ; 

Proud that I would record their namec; 

Mufi: now be taught an humble ftyle. 

Some meaner beauty to beguile. 

Vo I.. XVI. H 
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So I, the wronged pen to pleafe, 

Make it my humble thanks exprefs 
Unto youi Ladyfhip, in thefe ; 

And now ’tis forced to confefs^ 

That your great felf did ne'er indile^ 

Kor that, to one more noble, write* 

TO CHLORIS. 

C H LORIS! fince firft our calm of peace 
Was frighted hence, this good wq find^ 
Your favours with your fears increafe. 

And growing mifchiefs make you kind* 

So the fair tree, which flill preferves 
Her fruit and fate, while no wind blow^s i 
In forms from that uprightnefs fwerves. 

And the glad earth about her frows 
With treafure, from her yielding boughs* 

SONG* 

W H I L E I liflen to thy voice, 

Chloris ! I feel my life decay ; 

That powerful noife 
Calls my fleeting foul away* 

Oh ! fupprefs that magic found. 

Which def roys without a wound i 


Peace 
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Peace, Cliloris, peace ! or fmging die ; 

That together you and I 
To heaven may go : 

For all we know 
Of what the Bieired do above 
Js, that they fing, and that they love. 

OF LOVING AT FIRST SIGHT, 

N O T caring to obferve the wind. 

Or the new fea explore. 

Snatch’d from myfelf, how far behind 
- Already I behold the Ihore 1 

May not a thoufand dangers ileep 
In the fmooth bofom of the deep ? 

No : 'tis fo rocklefs and fo clear,. 

That the rich bottom does appear 
Pav’d all with precious things ; not torn 
From Ihip-wreck’d vefTels^ but there born,*. 

Sweetnefs, truth, and every grace. 

Which time, and ufe, are wont to teach. 

The eye may in a moment reach. 

And x^ad diftindly in her face. 

Some other nymphs, with colours famt>, 

And pencil flow, may Cupid painty,. 

And a weak heart in time deftroy ; 

She has a ftamp, and prints the Boy ; 

Can, with a) Angle look,,, inflame 
The coldefl breaifc, the rudeft tame* 


THE 
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THE SELF-BANISHED. 

I T is not that I love you lefs, 

Than when before your feet I lay : 

But, to prevent the fad increafe 
Of hopelefs love, I keep away. 

In vain, alas ! for every thing. 

Which I have known belong to you^ 

Your form does to my fancy bring. 

And makes my old v/ounds bleed anew. 

Who in the fpring, from the new fan 
Already has a fever got. 

Too late begins thofe ihafts to fhun. 

Which Phoebus through his veins has fhot« 

Too late he would the pain afTwage, 

And to thick fhadows does retire : 

About with him he bears the rage. 

And in his ‘tainted blood the fire. 

But vow’d I have, and never mufi: 

Your banifli’d fervant trouble you^ 
for if I break, you may miftruft 
The vow I made — ^to love you too. 


SONG, 
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S O N 

G O, lovely rofe ! 

Tell her, that waftes her time and me. 
That now fhe knows. 

When I refemble her to thee. 

How fweet^ and fair, fhe feems to be^ 

Tell her that 's young. 

And Hiuns to have her graces fpy'd,. 

That hadft thou fprung 
In defarts, where no men abide. 

Thou muH have uncommended dyM<» 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty, from the light retirM t 
Bid her come forth. 

Suffer herfelf to be defir’d. 

And not blufh fo to be admir’d#. 

i 

Then die ! that jfhe 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee : 

How fmall a part of time they ihare* 

That are fo wondrous fweet and fair I- 


ff ^ THtRSIS, 
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THYRSIS, GALATEA. 

T H y R s I s. 

A s lately I on filver Thames did ride. 

Sad Galatea on the bank I fpy’d : 

Such was her look as forrow taught to fhinei 
And thus {he grac'd me with a voice divine. 

GALATEA. 

You that can tqne your founding firings fo well, 

Of Ladies' beauties, and of Jove to tell. 

Once change jour note ; and Jet your lute report 
'The juftefl grief ,£hat ever touch'd the Court. 

pr H Y RvS I 5. 

Fair nyjnpbl I have in }our delights no fhare; 

Nor ought to be concerned in your care ; 

Yet would I fing, if I your forrows knew j 
And, to my aid invoke no Mufe but you. 

•GALATEA. 

Hear then, and let your fong augment our grie^ 
Which is fo great, as not to wifh relief. 

She that had all which* nature gives, or chance; 
Whom fc r.'une join’d with viiftue to advance 
To aU the jovs this ifland could aSbrd, 

The greatcil MiJJfefs, and the kindefl Lord : 

Who with the royal, mixt her noble, blood ; 

And in high grace with Gioriana ftocd : 

to 



l^HYRSIS, GALATEA. 

Her bounty, fweetnefs, beauty, goodnefs, fuch. 
That none e’er thought her happinefs too much c 
So well inclin’d her favours to confer. 

And kind to all, as Heaven had been to her! 

The virgin’s pa it, the mother, and the wife. 

So well Hie ad:cd in the fpan of life. 

That though few years (too few alasJ) fhe told. 
She feem’d in all things, but in beauty, old. 

As unripe fruit, whofe verdant ftalks do cleave 
Clofe to the tree, which grieves no lefs to leave' 
Thp fmiling pendant which adorns her fo. 

And until autumn, on the bough fhould grow; 

So feem’d her } outhful foul not eafily forc’d. 

Or fiom fo fair, fo fweet, a feat divorc’d. 

Her fate at once did hafty feem, and How; 

At once too cruel, and unwilling too, 

ar H y R s I s. 

Under how hard a law are mortals born! 

Whom now we envy, we anon muft mourn : 

What Heaven fets higheft, and feems moft to prize. 
Is foon removed from our wondering eyes f 
But fmce the ^ Sifters did fo foon untwine 
So fair a thread. I’ll ftrive to piece the line. 
Vouchfafe, fad nymph ! to let me know the dame, 
Andxto the Mufes I’ll commend her name; 

Make the wide country echo to your moan, 
TTheliftening' trees, and lavage mountains, groan; 

♦ Parcae. 

H 4 
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What rock’s not moved when the death is fung 
Of one fo good, fo lovely, and fo young ? 

GALATEA. 

®Twas Hamilton 1 — whom I had nam’d beforci 
But naming her, grief lets me fay no more. 


ON THE HEAD OF A STAG. 

S O we fome antique Hero’s ftrength 

Learn by his lance’s weight, and length 5 
As thefe vaft beams exprefs the beaft, 

Whbfe fhady brows alive they dreil. 

Such game,, while yet the world \vas new;>. 

The mighty Nimrod did piirfue. 

What huntfman of our feeble race. 

Or dogs, dare fuch a monfler chafe ? 

Refembling, with each blow he ftrikesj^ 

The charge of a whole troop of pikes.. 

O fertile head ! which ev^ry year 
Could fuch a crop of wonder bear I 
The teeming earth did never bring. 

So foon, fo hard, fo huge a thing : 

Which might it never have been call-, 

(Each year’s growth added to the laft) 

Thefe lofty branches had fupply’d 
The Earth’s bold fons’ prodigious pride 
Heaven with thefe engines had been fcal’d. 

When mountains heap’d on mountains fail’d. 

TO 
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TO A LADY IN RETIREMENT. 

S ees not my Love, how time refumes 
The glory which he lent thefe flowers ? 

Though none fliould tafte of their perfumes. 

Yet mufl they live but fome few hours : 

Time, what we forbear, devours I 

Had Helen, or th’ ^ Egyptian Quecn^ 

Been near fo thrifty of their graces ; 

Thofe beauties inuft at length have been 
The fpoil of age, which finds out faces. 

In the mofl retired places. 

Should fome malignant planet bring 
A barren drought, or ceafekfs fliower,^ 

Upon the autumn, or the fpring. 

And fpare us neither fruit nc|^ flower 
Winter would not flay an hour. 

Could the refolve of Lovers negled 
Preferve you from the violation 
Of coming years, then more relpedf 
Were due to fo divine a fafliion 
Nor would I indulge my paflion., 

* Cleopatra* 


Th« 
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THE miser’s speech; in a MASqjTE. 

B alls of this rhetal flack’d At’lanta’s pace. 
And on the * amo<rous youth beflow'd the race: 
Venus (the nymph’s mind meafuring by hex own) 
Whom the rich fpoils of cities overthrown 
Had proftrated to Mars, could well advife 
Th* adventurous lover how to gain the prize. 

Nor lels may Jupiter to gold afcribe ; 

For, when he turn’d himfclf into a bribe, 

Who can blame Danae, ox the brazen tower. 

That they withftood not that almighty fhow^er ^ 

Never till then, did Love make Jove put on 
A forn\ more bright, and nobler, than his own : 

Nor were it juft, would he refume that fhape. 

That flack devotion Ihould his thunder fcape. 

"'Twas not revenge for griev’d Apollo’s wrong, 

Thofe afs’s ears on Midas’ temples hung ; 

But fond repentance of his happy wifh, 

Becaufe his meat grew metal like his difli. 

Would Bacchus blefs me fo, I’d conftant hold 
'Unto my wifh, and die creating gold. 

UPON BEN JONSON. 

M irror of Poets i Mirror of our age ! 

Which, her whok face beholding on thy Stage, 
Pleas’d, and displeas’d, with her own faults, endures 
A xemedj like thofe whom muflc cures. 


Hippomenes. 


Thou 



UPON BEN JONSOISL 

Thoa haft alone tliofe various inclinations. 
Which nature gives to ages, fexes, nations : 

So traced -with thy all-refembling pen. 

That whate*er cuftora has impos’d on men. 

Or ill-got habit (which deforms them fo. 

That fcarce a brother can his biother knowj 
Is reprefented to the wondering eyes 
Of all that fee or read thy comedies. 

Whoever in thofe glaftes looks, may find 
The fpots return’d, or graces, of Ms mind: 
And, by the help of fo divine an art. 

At leifure view and drefe his nobler part. 
NarcifTus, cozen’d by that flattering Well, 

Which nothing >could but of his beauty tell. 

Had here, difcovering the deform’d eftate 
vOf his fond mind, prefer v’d himfelf with hate* 
But virtue too, ,as well as vice, is clad 
In flelh and blood fo well, that Plato had 
Beheld, what his high fancy once embracM, 
Virtue with colours, fpeech, ^nd motion grac’d* 
The fundry poftures of ihy copious Mufe 
Who would exprefs, a thouland tongues mull ufe; 
Whofe fate ’s no lefs peculiar than thy art; 

For as thou couldft all charaders impart. 

So none could render thine; which ftiii efcapps, 
‘Like Proteus, in variety of lhapes : 

Who was, nor this, nor that ; but all we find. 
And all we can im'agine, in mankind* 


4 Of 
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OK MR. JOHN Fletcher’s flays. 

F LETCHER! to thee we do not only owe 
All thofe good plays, but thofe of others too t 
Thy wit repeated, does fupport the Stage; 

Credits the laft, and entertains this age. 

No Worthies, form’d by any Mufe but thine. 
Could purchafe robes, to make thexnfelves fo fine. 

What brave commander is not proud, to fee 
Thy brave Melantius in his gallantry I 
Our greatefi: Ladies love to fee their fcorn 
Out-done by thine, in what themfelves have worn :: 
Th’ impatient widow, ere the year be done. 

Sees thy Afpafia weeping in her gowm. 

I never yet the Tragic Hrain afiay’d,. 

Deter’d by that inimitable * Maid. 

And, when I venture at the comic %Ie, 

Thy Scornful Lady feems to mock my toil. 

Thus has thy Mufe at once improv’d and mar’dL 
Our fport in Flays, by rendering it too hard I 
So, when a fort of lufty Ihepheids throw 
The bar by turns, and none the reft out-go 
So far, but that the beft are meafuring cafts. 

Their emulation and their paftime lafts : 

But, if fome brawny Yeoman of the Guard 
Step in, and tofs the axle-tree a yard,. 

Or more, beyond the furtheft mark, the reft,, 
Delpairmg ftand, their fport is at the beft. 


^ The Maid’s Tragedy* 


T 0 
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TO MK.» GEORGE SANDYS, ON HIS TRANSLATION 
OF SOME PARTS OF THE BIBLE. 

H O W bold a work attempts that pen. 

Which would enrich our vulgar tongue 
With the high raptures of thofe men. 

Who here with the fame fpirit fung. 

Wherewith they now affift the choir 
Of angels, who their fongs admire ! 

Whatever thofe infpired fouls 
Were urged to exprefs, did ihake 
The aged Deep, and bath the Poles; 

Their numerous thunder could awake 
Dull earth, which does with Heaven confent 
To all they wrote, and all they meant, 

Say^, facred Bard‘1 what could bellow 
Courage on thee, to foar fo high ? 

'Tell me, hrave friend 1 what help’d thee ib 
To lhake-off all mortality ? 

'To light this torch thou hall climb’d higher. 

Than he * who Hole celeftial fire. 


T O 


♦ Piometheus* 
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TO MR. HENRY LAWES, 

WHO HAD THEN NEWLY SET A SONG OF MINE,, 
IN THE YEAR 1655. 

V ERSE makes Heroic Virtue live 
But you can life to verfes give. 

As when in open air we blow. 

The breath (though ftrain’d) founds flat and low ; 

But if a trumpet take the blafl:,. 

It lifts it high, and makes it M : 

So in your Airs our Numbers dreft. 

Make a fhrill fally from the breafl: 

Of nymphs, who finging what we pen"d,. 

Our paflions to themfelves commend ; 

While Love,, vidorious with thy art,^ 

Governs at once thein voice and heart. 

You, by the help of tune and time. 

Can make that Song, which was but Rhyme s~ 

Noy * pleading, no man doubts the caufe; 

Or queftions verfes fet by Lawes. 

As a church-window, thick with paint,^ 

•Lets in a light but dim and faint 
So others,, with division, hide 
The light of lenfe, the Poet’s piide » 

But you alone may truly boaft 
That not a fyllable is lofl: : 

The writer’s and the fetter’s Ikill 
At once the ravifh’d ears do fill. 

f The Attorney-General* 

Let 
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Let thofe wliich only warble long^ 

And gargle in their throats a fong. 

Content themfclves with Ui, Re, Mi : 

Let words and fenfe be fet by thee.. 

TO SIR WILLIAM' D’AVENANT^ 

^JPON HIS TWO FIRST BOOKS OF GONDIBERTjrr 
WRITTEN IN FRANCE. 

T hus the wife nightingale, that leaves her horae> 
Her native wood,, wherr dorms and winter come ; 
Eurfuing conftantly the chearful fpring» 

To foreign groves does her old mufic bring. 

The drooping Hebrews banifh^d harps, undrung. 

At Babylon, upon the willows hung : 

Yours founds aloud, and tells us you excel 
No lefs in courage, than in f nging well ; 

While, unconcern’d, you let your country knotv,. 

They have impoverifh’d themfelves, not you : 

Who, with the Mufes* help, ean mock thofe fatesr 
Which threaten kingdoms, ahd diforder dates. 

So Ovid, when from Csefar’s rage he fled. 

The Roman Mufe to Pontus with him led : 

Where he fo fung, that we, through pity’s glafs^. 

See Nero milder than Augudus was. 

Hereafter fuch, in th)r behalf, fliall be 
Th’ indulgent cenfure of poderity* 

To banifh thofe who with fuch art can ling. 

Is a rude crime, which its own curfe doth brings 
Ages to come fliall ne’er know how they fou^t. 

Nor how to love thck ptefent youth be taught. 


This 
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This to thyfelf. — Now to thy matchlefs book : 
Wherein thofe few that can with judgment look. 
May find old love in pure frelh language told ; 

Like new-ilamp’d coin^ made out of Angel-gold: 
Such truth in love as th’ antique world did know. 
In fuch a flyle as Courts may boaft of now : 

Which no bold tales of Gods or mongers fwell; 
But human paflions, fuch as with us dwell, 

Man is thy theme; his virtue, or his rage. 

Prawn to the life in each elaborate page* 

Mars, nor Bellona, are not named here ; 

But fuch a Gondibert as both might fear : 

Venus had here, and Hebe, been outfhin’d. 

By thy bright Birtha, and thy Rhodalind* 

Such is thy happy fkill, and fuch the odds. 

Betwixt thy Worthies, and the Grecian Gods ! 
Whofe Deities in vain had here come down. 

Where mortal beauty wears the fovereign crown : 
Such as, of flefa compos’d, by flefh and blood. 
Though not refifled, may be underftood, 

TO MY WORTHY FRIEND MR, WASE, THE 
TRANSLATOR OF GRATIUS, 

T hus, by the mu£c, we may know 
When noble wits a-hunting go. 

Through groves that on ParnafTus grow. 

The Mufes all the chace adorn ; 

My friend on Pegafus is borne : 

And young Apollo winds the iiornt 


Having 
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Having old Gratius in the wind, 

No pack of critics e'er could £nd. 

Or he know more of his own mind. 

Here huntfmen with delight may read 
How to chufe dogs, for fcent or 
And how to change or mend the breed : 

What arms to ufe, or nets to frame. 
Wild bealls to combat, or to tame : 
With all the mylleries of that game. 

But, worthy friend ! the face of war 
In antient times doth differ far. 

From what our £ery battles are. 

Nor is it like, £nce powder known. 
That man, fo cruel to his own. 

Should fpare the race of beafts alone. 

No quarter now : but with the gun 
Men wait m trees, from fun to fun; 
And all is in a moment done. 

And therefore we exped your next 
Should be no comment, but a text ; 

To tell how modem beafts are vext. 

Thus would I further yet engage 
Your gentle Mufe to court the age 
With fomewhat of your proper rage : 

Since none doth more to Phoebus owe. 
Or in more languages can fhow 
Thofe arts, which you fo early know* 
VoL. XVI. I 
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TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND MASTER EVELYNj. 
UPON HIS TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS, 

L ucretius (with a iioik-iike fate, 

Born and tranflated in a ftate) 

Comes to proclaim in Ejiglifh verfe. 

No monarch roles the iini\ erfe : 

But chance and atoms make this Ali* 

In order demccratical ; 

Where bodies freely lun thuir coiiife. 

Without delign, or fate, or foxce. 

And this in fuch a Hrahi he lings. 

As if his Mufe, with Angels’ wings. 

Had foar’d beyond our utmoU fpherc. 

And other worlds dlfcovcr’d there. 

For his immortal, boondlefs wit. 

To nature does no bounds permit ; 

But boldly has remov'd thofe bars 
Of heaven, and earth, and feas, and fars. 

By which they were befoie fuppos’d. 

By narrow wits, to be inclos’d , 

Till his free Mufe threw down the pale^ 

And did at once difpaik them all. 

So vail this argument did feem. 

That the wife author did eHeem 
The Roman language (which w^as fpread 
O’er the whole world, in tiiumph led) 

A tongue too narrow to unfold 

The wonders which he would have told* 


This 
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This fpeaks thy glory^ noble friend ! 

And Britifli language does commend r 
For here, Lucietius whole we find. 

His words, his mufic, and his mind. 

Thy art has to our country brought 
All that he writ, and all he thought. 

Ovid tranilated, Vligil too. 

Skew’d long fince what our tongue could do ; 

Nor Lucan we, nor Horace Ipar’d ; 

Only Lucictius was too hard. 

Lucretius, like a Fort, did Hand 
Untouch’d ; till your victorious hand 
Did from his head this garland bear. 

Which now upon your own you wear, 

A garland ! made of fuch new bays. 

And fought in fuch untrodden ways ; 

As no man’s temples e’er did crown. 

Save this great author’s, and your own, 

TO HIS worthy friend Sill THOMAS HIGGONS> 

UPON HIS TKANSUATION OF THE VENETIAN TRIUMPH. 

T he* winged lion’s not lb fierce in fight. 

As Liberi’s hand prelents him to our light :< 

Nor would his pencil make him half fo fierce,. 

Or roar fo loud, as Bufinello’s verle : 

But your tranliation does all three excel. 

The fight, the piece, and lofty Bufinel. 


f The Arms of VenUfi. 
I z 
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As their fmall gallies may not hold compare 
With our tall Ihips, whofe fails employ more air: 

So does th’ Italian to your genius veil. 

Mov'd with a fuller and a nobler gale. 

Thus, while your Mufe fpreads the Venetian flory. 
You make all Europe emulate her glory: 

You make them blufh, weak Venice fhould defend 
The caufe of heaven, while they for words contend; 
Shed Chriftian blood, and populous cities rafe, 
Becaufe they 're taught to ufe fome different phrafe. 

If, iidening to your charms, we could our jars 
Compofe, and on the Turk difcharge thefe wars; 

Our Bntifli arms the facred tomb might wreft 
From Pagan hands, and triumph o'er the eaft : 

And then you might our own high deeds recite. 

And with great TalTo celebrate the hght. 

* VERSES TO Dr. GEORGE ROGERS, 

ON HIS TAKING THE DEGREE OF DOCTOR 
IN PHYSIC AT PADUA, IN THE YEAR 1664# 

T X 7 H E N as of old the earth's bold children flrove, 
^ » With hills on hills, to fcale the throne of Jove; 
Pallas and Mars ftood by their fovereign's fide, 

And their bright arms in his defence employ'd ; 

While 

* This little Poem (iirfl: inferted among Waller’s Works in 
S772) was punted, together with feveral otheis on the fame 
«>cc3fj(>n3 hy Djr. Rogers, along with his Inauguiai Bxercife at 

Padua; 
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While the wife Phoebus, Hermes, and the reft. 

Who Joy in peace, and love the Mafes Left, 
Defcendmg from their fo diftemper’d feat. 

Our groies and meadows chofe for their retreat. 
There ftjrft Apollo tr^ 'd the various ufe 
Of herbs, and learn'd the virtues of their jiuce. 

And fram’d that Art, to which who can pretend 
A jufter title than our noble Friend ; 

Whom the like tempeft drives from his abode. 

And like employment entertains abroad ? 

This crowns him here ; and in the bays fo earn'd. 
His country’s honour is no lefs concern’d; 

Since it appeals not all the Englifti rave. 

To rain bent : feme ftudy how to fave ; 

And as Hippocrates did once extend 
His facred art, whole cities to amend ; 

So w€, brave Fieind, fuppofe that thy great fkill. 
Thy gentle mind, and lair example, wdll. 

At thy return, icclaim our frantic ifte. 

Thy fpirits calm, and peace again fhall fmile, 

Edm, Waller, Anglus. 

Padua ; and afteiwaids in the fame manner re-pubhfhed by him 
at London, together with his Harveian Oration before the College 
of Phyficians, m the year i6?3, w^hile Mr. Waller was yet living. 
Though the above verfes v;ere iirft piinted in 1664, they feem to 
have been written before the Reftoration, as appears from the 
imes towaids the conciuhon. Stockoaljb, 
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CH LORIS AND HYLAS. 

MADE TO A SARABAND. 

C H L OR IS. 

H YL AS, oh Hylas I why fit we mute. 

Now that each bird faluteth the fpring ? 

Wind up the flacken’d firings of thy lute. 

Never canft thou v/ant matter to ling : 

For love thy breaft does fill with fuch a fire. 

That whatfoe’er is fair moves thy defire. 

HYLAS. 

.Sweetefl 1 you know, the fweetefl of things 
Of various flowers the bees do corapofe ; 

Yet no particular tafle it brings 
Of violet, woodbine, pink, or rofe : 

So, love the refult is of all the graces 
Which flow from a thoufand feveral faces^ 
c H L o R I s. 

Hylas ! the birds which chaunt in this grove. 

Could we but know the language they ufe. 

They would inflrud us better in love. 

And reprehend thy inconflant Mufe : 

For lo^ e their breafts does fill with fuch a fixe. 

That what they once do chufe, bounds their dcflre, 

HYLAS. 

Oloris I this change the birds do approve, 

Which the warm feafon hither docs bring ; 

Time from yourfelf does further remove 
You^ than the winter from the gay fpring : 

She 
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She that like lightning Ihin’d while hei face Med> 

The oak now refembles which lightning hath blaftei 

IN ANSWER OF SIR JOHN SUCKLING’s VERSES* 

CON. 

qTAT here 9 fond youths and njk m more ; he m)fe^ 

^ Knowing ioo mnchy h?ig fence lofe Farad fe^ 

PRO. 

And, by your knowledge, we fhould be bereft 
Of all that Paradife which yet is left* 

CON. 

The <virttmu jojs thou haft, thou wuldJtJhQuldfedl 
Loft tn their pnde : and njoouldft not take it ill 
If rudeljy fi 07 n feweet dreams^ aid fir a toy, 

Thou ajJoFdf he nxtal.es himfelf that does enjoy ^ 

PRO. 

How can the joy, or hope, which yon allow 
Be dyled virtuous, and the end not fo ? 

Talk in your lleep, and fliadows ftill admire I 
’Tis true, he wakes that feels this real fire; 

But — to deep better : for wdioe^er drinks deep 
Of this Nepenthe, rocks himfelf afleep* 

CON. 

Fruition adds no nenxt nxealthi but dtfeivys ; 

And wohde it pleafeth much^ y^iftdl it cl<ys. 

Who thinks he Jhould he happier made for that^ 

As reajonahly might hope he might grams fat 
By eating to a furfeit : this once pafe^ 

W hat tehjhes ? em* n hjfes lofe their tafee* 

I 4 
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FRO. 

RleiHngs may be repeated, while they cloy : 
But lhall we flarve, "caufe furfeitings deftioy ? 
And if fruition did the taile impair 
Of killes, why fhould yonder happy pair, 
Whofe joys juH Hymen warrants all the night, 
Confume the day too in this Icfs delight ? 

CON. 

Urge 720 f *hs vccejfary ; alas ! qjve kmnx> 

The homeheft ihmg ihat majihrJ does, ts fa. 

The nvorld is of a iaj ge extent <vje fee. 

And mif he peopled, children there muf 
So mnjl btead too ; but jtnee there are enough 
Born to that drudgery , njohat need ^ve plough f 

FRO. 

I need not plough, fmee what the ftooping hine 
Gets of my piegnant land, muft all be mine; 
But in this nobler tillage, ^tis not fo ; 

Bor when Ancliiles did fair Venus know. 

What intereil had poor Vulcan in the boy, 
l^amous Aineas, or the prefent joy ? 

c o N. 

JFomen enjofd, ^aihatder before they been. 

Are like Romances read, oi fccnes once feen : 

Fruition dulls, orjpods the Flay, much moie 
Than if one icad, Orkney, the plot before. 

fro. 

Plays and Romances, read and feen, do fall 
In our opinions ; yet, not feen at all. 
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ANSWER TO SIR JOHN SUCKLING. 

Wiiora would they pleafe ? To an heroic tale 
Would you not lillen, lelJ it fhould glow ilale ? 
CON. 

IS expeBaiion makes a hleJfiTig dear ; 

Heave u ^ere not heavesiy tf *we kne^ ‘whai it 
PRO* 

If ’twere not heaven if we knew what it were, 
^Twoiild not be heaven to thofe that now are there* 
CON. 

Jnd as m pi ofpeBs <we are there pleased mojk^ 

Where fofne thing keeps the eye from being lojt^ 

And leases us 7 0 om to gue/s : fa here, reft amt 
Holds vp delight i that ‘with excefs would faints 
PRO* 

Redramt preferves the pleafure we have got. 

But he ne'ei has it, that enjoys it not. 

In goodly piofpeds, who contrails the fpace. 

Or takes not all the beauty of the place ? 

We wiih remov'd what dandeth in our light. 

And nature blame for limiting our light : 

Where you ftand wifely winking, that the view 
Of the fair profjped may be always new. 

CON. 

Th0>, who know all the wealth they have^ are poor% 
He 's only rich that cannot tell hts fore* 

PRO* 

Not he that knows the wealth he has, is poor; 

But he that dares not touchy nor ufe his dore. 


I2I 


TO 
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TO A FRIEND, 

OF TI-IE DIFFERENT SUCCESS OF THEIR LOVES. 

T hrice happy Paii ! of whom we cannot know 
Which firR began to love, or loves moft now : 
Fair coarfe of paffion! whcie two lowers llart, 

And run together, heart Hill yok’d with heart : 
Succefsful youth i whom Love has taught the wrj 
To be vidorious, in the firft effay. 

Sure love ’s an art bell pradifed at firft. 

And where th’ experienced flill profper worft I 
I, wdth a difteient fate, purfued in vain 
The haughty Cxlia; till my juft difdain 
Of her ncgled, above that paftion borne, 

Did pride to pride oppofe, and fcorn to fcorn. 

Now fhe relents ; but all too late, to move 
A heart directed to a nobler love : 

The fcales are turn’d, her kindnefs weighs no more 
Now, than my vows and fervice did before, 
bo, in fome well-WTOught hangings, you may fee 
How Hedor leads, and how the Grecians flee : 

Here, the fierce Mars his courage fo infpires. 

That with bold hands the Argi\e fleet he fires : 

But there, from heaven the * blue-ey’d virgin falls. 
And frighted Troy retires within her walls : 

They that are foremoft in that bloody race. 

Turn head anon, and give the conquerors chafe. 

So like the chances are of love and war. 

That they alone in this diftinguifh’d are ; 

In love, the vidors from the vanquifh’d fly : 

They fly that wound, and they purfue that die. 

* Minerva. A N 
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AN APOLOGY FOR HAVING LOVED BEFORE, 

T hey that never had the ufe 
Of’ the grape ’s furprizing juice^ 

To the firfl: delicious cup 
All their reafon render up : 

Neither do, nor care to know. 

Whether it be beft or no. 

JSo, they that are to love inclined. 

Sway'd by chance, not choice or art. 

To the firft that 's fair or kind. 

Make a prefent of their heart : 

*Tis not fhe that ftrft we love. 

But whom dying we approve. 

To man, that was in th' evening made. 

Stars gave the £rft delight ; 

Admixing, in the gloomy lhade, 

Thofe little drops of light ; 

Then, at Aurora, wliofe fair hand 
Remov'd them from the Ikies, 

He gazing toward the call did dand, 

5he entertain'd his eyes. 

But when the bright fun did appear. 

All thofe he 'gan deipife ; 

His wonder was determin'd there. 

And could no higher rife : 

He 
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He neither might, nor wifli'd to know 
A more refulgent light : 

For that (as mine your beauties now} 

Employ’d his utmoll fight* 

TO Z E L I N D A. 

F airest piece of wxll-form’d earth! 

Urge not thus your haughty birth : 

The power, which you have o’er ns, lies 
Not in your race, but in your eyes. 

None but a prince ! — alas I that voice 
Confines you to a narrow choice. 

Should you no honey vow to tafie. 

But what the mailer bees have plac’d 
In compafs of their cells, how fmall 
A portion to your fhaie would fall ! 

Nor all appear among thofe few,. 

Worthy the Hock from whence they grew : 

The fap, which at the root is bred. 

In trees, through all the boughs Is fpread ; 

But virtues, which in parents fhine. 

Make not like progrefs through the line. 

^Tis not from whom, but where, we live i 
The place does oft thofe graces give. 

Great Julius, on the mountains bred, 

A flock perhaps, or herd, had led : 

^ He that the world fubdued, had been 
But the bell wreftler on the green* 

^Tis 


Alexander, 
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*Tis art, and knowledge, which draw forth 
The hidden feeds of native worth ; 

They blow thofe fparks, and make them rife 
Into fuch flames as touch the Ikies : 

To the old Heroes hence was given 
A pedigree, which reach'd to heaven ; 

Of mortal feed they were not held. 

Which other mortals fo excelFd. 

And beauty too, in fuch excefs 
As yours, Zelinda ! claims no lefs : 

Smile but on me, and you fhall fcorn' 

Henceforth to be of Princes born* 

I can defcnbe the fhady grove. 

Where your lov'd mother flept with Jove: 

And yet excufe the faultlefs dame. 

Caught with her fpoufe's fhape and name : 

Thy matchlefs form will credit bring 
To all the wonders I lhall fling* 

TO MY LADY MORTON-, ON, N E W-Y E AR's-DAT, 
AT THE LOUVRE IN PARIS. 

M ADAM] new-years may well exped to And 
Welcome from you, to whom they are fo kind ; 
Still as they pafe, they court and fmile on you ; 

And make your beauty, as themfelves, feem new^ 

To the fair Villars we Dalkeith prefer ; 

And faireft Morton jlow as much to her : 

So like the fun's advance your titles Ihow, 

Which, as he rifes, does the warmer grow. 


But 
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But tlius to ftyle you fair> your fax’s praife,, 

Gives you but myrtle, who may challenge bays ; 
From armed foes to bring a * Royal prize. 

Shews your brave heart vidorious as your eyes. 

If Judith, marching with the Generars head,. 

Can give us palllon when her ftory ’s read ; 

What may the living do, which brought away 
Though a lefs bloody, yet a nobler prey ? 

Who from our flaming Troy, with a bold hand. 
Snatch’d her fair charge, the Princefs, like a brand i 
A brand 1 preferv’d to warm foine Prince’s heart 5 
And make whole kingdoms take her •[' Brothei’s part.. 
So Venus, from prevailing Gieeks, did fhrowd 
The J hope of Rome, and fav’d him in a cloud. 

This gallant ad may cancel all our rage. 

Begin a better, and abfolve this age. 

Dark (hades become the portrait of our time ; 

Here weeps Misfortune, and there tiiumphs Crime!' 
Let him that draws it hide the reft in night ; 

This portion only may endure the light. 

Where the kind Nymph, changing her faultlefs (hape„ 
Becomes unhandfome, handlomely to fcape, 

'‘When through the guards, the river, and the fea. 
Faith, beauty, wit, and courage, made their way. 

As the brave eagle does with forrow fee 
The foreft wafted ; and that lofty tree 

^ Henrietta Maria, ynungeft Daughter to IC Ch. L 
t K. Charles iL 
J ^neast 


Which 
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Which holds her neft about to be o^'erthro’^^n. 

Before the featheis of her young are grovtn , 

She will not leave them, nor fhe cannot ftay. 

But bears them boldly on her wings av/ay : 

So fled the dame, and o’er the ocean bore 
Her princely burthen to the Gallic fhore. 

Born in the florins of war, this Royal Fair, 
Produc’d like lightning in tempeftuous air. 

Though now fhe flies her native iile (lefs kind, 

Lefs fafe for her than either fea or wind 1) 

Shall, when the bloflom of her beauty ’s blown,. 

See her great Bi other on the Britifh throne . 

Where peace fhall fmile, and no difpute arne. 

But which rules mofl, his feeptre, or her eyes. 

TO A FAIR LADY, 

PLAYING WITH A SNAKE* 

S TRANGE I that fuch horror, and fuch grace. 
Should dwell together m one^place j 
A Fury’s arm, an Angel’s face ! 

^Tis innocence, and youth, which mdk&s 
In Chloris’ fancy fuch miflakes. 

To flait at love, and play with fnakes. 

By this, and by her coldnefs, barr'd. 

Her fervants have a talk too hard : 

The tyrant has a double guard I 


Thrice 
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Thrice happy fnake ! that in her llce\^e 
May boldly creep ; we dare not give 
Our thoughts fo unconfin'd a leave. 

Contented in that nefi: of fnow 
He lies, as he his blifs did know ; 

And to the wood no more would go. 

Take heed, fair Eve I you do not make 
Another tempter of this fnake : 

A marble one, fo warm'd, would fpeak. 


THE night-piece, 

OR, A PICTURE DRAWN IN THE DARK, 


*1^ A R K N E S S, which fairefi: nymphs difarms. 
Defends us ill from Mira's charms : 


Mira can lay her beauty by. 

Take no advantage of the eye ; 

Quit all that Lely's art can take. 

And yet a thoufand captives make. 

Her fpeech is grac'd with fweeter found. 
Than in another's fong is found : 

And all her well-plac'd words are darts. 
Which need no light to reach our hearts. 
As the bright liars, and Milky Way, 
Skew'd by the night, are hid by day ; 

So we, in that accomplilh'd mind, 

Help'd by the night, new graces find. 


Which 
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Which hy the fplendor of her view. 
Dazzled before, we never knew. 

While we converfe with her, we mark 
No want of day, nor think it daik : 

Her Ihming image is a light 
Fixt in our hearts, and conquers night* 
Like jewels to advantage fet. 

Her beauty by the ihade does get ; 

There, biuflies, frowns, and cold difdain. 
All that our palTion might reftrain, 
f$ hid, and our indulgent mind 
Prefents the fair idea kind. 

Yet, friended by the night, we dare 
Only in whifpers tell our caie : 

He that on her his bold hand lays 
With Cupid’s pointed arrows plays ; 

They \uth a touch (they are fo keen!) 
Wound us unlhot, and die unfeen. 

All near appi caches threaten death. 

We may be diipwreck’d by her breath: 
Lo\e, favour’d once with that fweet gale. 
Doubles his hade, and fills his fail ; 

Till he arrive where jfhe muft prove 
The haven, or the rock, of love. 

So, we th’ Arabian coaft do know 
At didance, when the fpices blow 5 
By the rich odour taught to deer, 

I'liough neither day nor dars appear# 


Vou XVL 
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.tAUT OF THE FOURTH BOOK OF VIP.GIL’» iENEI-S[ 
TRANSLATED. 

JBeginning at Verfe 437. 

* Talefque miferrima fletus 
Fertque refertque foror. * * * * 

And ending with 

Adnixi torquent fpumas^ et cserula vernxnt.” Ver. 5’ 83^' 

A L L this her weeping £fler * does repeat 

To the f Hern man, whom nothing could intreat^ 
Lod were her prayers, and fruitlcft were her tears ! 
Fate, and great Jove, had ftopt his gentle ears. 

As when loud winds a well-grow^n oak would rend 
Up by the roots, this way and that they bend 
His reeling trunk ; and with a boiderous found 
Scatter his leaves, and drew them on the ground i 
He fixed ftands ; as deep his roots do lie 
Down to the centre, as his top is high ; 

No lefs on every fide the Hero pred. 

Feels love, and pity, fhake bis noble bread ; 

And down his cheeks though fruitlefs tears do rolla 
Unmov’d remains the purpofe of his foul. 

Then Dido, urged with approaching fatp^ 

Begins the light of cruel heaven to hate, 

Anna, i^Sneas, 


Het 
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Her refolution to difpatch, and die. 

Confirm’d by many a horrid prodigy I 
The watei, confeciate for facrifice. 

Appears all black to her amazed eyes ; 

71 ie wine to putrid blood converted floWs, 

Which from her none, not her own filler, knows. 
Belides, there Hood, as facred to her * Lord, 

A marble temple which Hie much ador’d ; 

With fnowy fleeces and frelh garlands crown’d ; 

Hence every night proceeds a dreadful found ; 

Her hulband’s voice invites her to his tomb : 

And difmal owls prefage the ills to come. 

Eefldes, the prophecies of wizards old 
Increas’d her tenor, and her fall foretold : 

Scorn’d and deferted to herfelf fhe feems ; 

And finds iEneas cruel in her dreams. 

So, to mad Pentheus, double Thebes appears 5 
And Furies howl in his diftemper’d ears* 

Orefles fo, with like diflradion toH, 

Is made to fly his mothen’s angry ghoH. 

Noiv grief and fury to their height atrive j* 

Death flie decrees, and thus does it contrive. 

Her grieved filler, with a chearful grace, 

( PJope weli-diflembled fhining in her face) 

She thus deceives. Dear lifter ! let us prove 
The cure I have invented for my love. 

Beyond the land of j:Sthiopia lies 

The place where Atlas does fupport the Odes z 

Sicbseusa^. 

X at lienee 
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Hence came an old magician, that did keep 
T h' Hefperian fruit, and made the diagon lleep : 

Her potent charms do troubled fouls relieve, 

Andj vwhere Ihe lifts, makes calmeft minds to grieve 'r 
The courfe of rivers, and of heaven, can flop. 

And call trees down from th' airy mountain’s fop, 
Witnefs, ye Gods! and thou, my deareft parti 
How loth I am to tempt this guilty art. 

Eredl a pile, and on it let us place 
That bed, where I my ruin did embrace : 

With all the reliques of our impious gueft. 

Arms, fpoils, and prefen ts, let the pile be dreft ; 
(The knowing woman thus prefcribes) that we 
Jvlay rafe the man out of our memory. 

Thus fpeaks the Queen, but hides the fatal end 
For which flie doth thofe facred lites pretend. 

Kor Wtorfe eifeds of grief her fifter thought 
Would follow, than Sichseus’ murder wrought ; 
Therefore obeys her : and now heaped high 
The cloven oaks and lofty pines do lie ; 

Hung all \\ ith wreaths and flowery garlands round ; 
So by herfelf was h/r own funeral ciovv^n’dl 
Upon the top the Trojan’s image lies, 

A.nd his {harp fword, wherewith anon fhe dies. 

They by the altar Hand, while with loofe hair 
The magic prophetefs begins her prayer : 

On Chaos, Erebus, and all the Gods, 

Wliich in th’ infernal fhades have their abodes. 

She loudly calls ; befprinkling all the room 
Vv'ith drops, fuppos'd from Lethe^s lake to come. 
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She feeks the knot which on the forehead grows 
Of newToard colts, and herbs by moon-light mows. 

A cake of leaven in her pious hands 

Holds the devoted Queen, and barefoot Hands ; 

One tender foot was bare, the other fiiod. 

Her robe iingirt, invoking eveiy God, 

And every Power ; if any be above. 

Which takes regard of ill -requited love ! 

Now was the time, when w’-eary mortals Heep 
Their careful temples in the dew of Sleep ; 

On feas, on earth, and all that in them dwell,. 

A death-like quiet and deep filence fell : 

But not on Dido I whofe untamed mind 
Refus’d to be by facred night confin’d : 

A double paiTion in her bieaH does mo^ e. 

Love, and fierce anger for ncgleded love. 

Thus (lie afHifts her foul : What lhall I do I 
With fate inverted, fhall I humbly woo ? 

And fome proud prince,, in wild Numidia bornj 
Pray to accept me, and forget my fcom ? 

Or, (hall I with th’ ungrateful Trojan go. 

Quit all my fiate, and wait upon my foe ? 

Is not enough, by fiid experience ! known 
The perjur’d race of falfe Laomedon ? 

With my Sidonians fiialJ I give them chace,, 

Bands hardly forced from their native place ? 

No — die ! and let this fword thy fury tame ; 

Nought but thy blood can quench this guilty fame- 
Ah fifter 1 vanquifli’d with my pafiion, thou 
Betr^y’dft me firfi, dilpenfing with my vow,, 

Xa 


Had 
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Had I been conflant to Sichcpcs f iJl, 

And fingls Ir W, 1 had not known th^i, ill t 

Such thoughts torment the Queen's enraged bre?il^ 
VvliJe the Dardanian docs lecureh re.t 
In his tail fliip, for fudden flight prcpai'd; 

To \’;hom once more the fon of Jo\c appeal’d 
Thus feems to fpeak the youthful Deity, 

Voice, hair, and colour, all like Meicury. 

Fair Venus’ feed ’ canft thou indulge thy deep. 
Nor better guard in fach great danger keep : 

Mad, by negleCt to lofe fo fan a 'S\inJ ! 

If here thy Ihips the purple rnornijig And, 

T hou {halt behold thi«; hoflile harbour fliine 
With a new fleet, and fires, to rain thire , 

She meditates revenge, refoh ’d to die ; 

Weigh anchor quickly, and her fury fly. 

This faid, the God in (hades of night ictir’d. 
Amaz’d iEiieas, with the wa*mng fil'd. 

Shakes oif dull deep, and loufing up his men. 
Behold! the Gods command our flight ag?in. 

Fall to your oars, and all vour canvas fpicad : 

What God foe’er that thus \ ouchfafes to lead. 

We follow gladly, and thy w ill obev, 

Aifift us dill, fmoothing our happy w av , 

And make the reft propitious’ — With that word, 

Xle cuts the cable with his fhining fword ; 

Through all the navy doth like ardor leign, 

Thev quit the diore, and rufh into the main ; 

Tiac’d on their banks, the ludy Trojans fvveep 
Kcptune’sfniooth face, and clca^e die bidding deep. 


O y 
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■^.■N THE flCTURE OF A FAIR YOUTH, TAKES 
AFTER HE WAS DEAD. 

A S gather'd lowers, while their woiands are new. 
Look gay and frelh, as on the ftalk they grew^ 
‘Torn from the root that nouriih’d them a while 
;(Not taking notice of thek fate) they fmile ; 

And, in the hand which rudely pluck'd them, Ihow 
Fairer than tho-fe that to their autumn grow : 

So love and beauty dill that vifage grace ; 

Death cannot fright them from their wonted place* 
Alive, the hand of crooked Age had marr’d 
Thofe lovely features, which cold Death has :^ar'd« 
No wonder then he fped in love fo well, 

When his high paiTion he had breath to tell ; 

When that accomplifh'd foul, in this fair franiev 
No bufinefs had, but to perfuade that dame ; 

Whofe mutual love advanc'd the youth fo high, 

That> but to heaven, lie could no higher fly. 

'ON A BREDE OF DIVERS COLOURS, WOVEN BY 
FOUR LADIES. 

T wice twenty llender vkgin-fingers twine 

This curious web, where all theix fancies fliind ; 
As nature them, fo they this fhade have wrought ; 

Soft as their hands, and various as their thought. 

Not Juno's bird, when, his fair tram dif-fpread. 

He wooes the female to his painted bed ; 

No, not* the bow, which fo adorns the Ikies, 

So glorious is, or boafls fo many dyes. 

X 4 
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A PANEGYRIC 
TO MY LORD PROTECTOR, 

OFTHE PRESENT GREATNESS, AND JOINT INTEREST,. 
OF HIS HIGHNESS AND THIS NATIONS 

W HILE with a flrong> and yet a gentle, hand,, 
Yon bridle fa£Iion, and our hearts command 5 
Prote6l us from oarfelves, and from the foe^ 

Make us unite, and make us conquer too ; 

Let partial fpirits ftitt aloud complain : 

Think themfelves injur’d that they cannot reiga; 

And own no liberty, but where they may 
Without controui upon their fellows prey. 

Above the waves as Neptune ihew’d his face 
To chide the winds, and fave the Trojan racej 
So has your Highnefs, rais’d above the reft. 

Storms of ambition,, tofting us, repreft^ 

Your drooping country, torn with civil hate,, 

Reftor’d by you, is made a glorious ftate ; 

The feat of empire, where the Irifh come. 

And the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom. 

The fea our own t and now, all nations greet,, 

With bending faib, each velfel' of our fleet ; 

Your power extends as far as winds can blow. 

Or fweliing fails upon the globe may go. 


Heaven 



TO MY LORD PROTECTOR. 




Heaven (that hath plac’d this ifland to give hwj, 

To balance Europe, and her Hates to awe) 

In this conjunOdon doth on Britain fmile ; 

The greateft Leader> and the greateft Me ! 

Whether*this portion of the world were rent> 

By the rude ocean> from the continent ; 

Or thus, created ; it was fure defign’d 
To be the facred refuge of mankind. 

Hither th' opprelTed fhall henceforth refort, 

Juftice to crave, and fuccour, at your Court j 
And then your Highnefs, not for ours alone,. 

But for jhe world’s Protedor lhall be known. 

Fame, fwifter than your winged navy, fiies 
Through every land that near the ocean lies 
Sounding your name, and telling dreadf ul news? 

To all that piracy and rapine ufe. 

With fuch a Chief the m^aneH nation bleH, 

Might hope to lift her head above the reH : 

What may be thought impoHible to do 
By us, embraced by the Sea and You ? 

Lords of the world’s great waHe, the ocean, we 
Whole forefts fend to reign, upon the fea ; 

And every coaft may trouble, or relieve : 

But none can vilit us without your leave., 

Angels, and we, have this prerogative. 

That none can at our happy feats arrive r 
While we defeend at pleafure, to invade 
The had with vengeance, and the good to aid., 

Our 
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Our little worlds the image of the great. 

Like that, amidft the boundlefs ocean fet. 

Of her own growth hath all that nature crates; 

And all that ’s rare, as tribute from the waves. 

As Egypt does not on the clouds rely, 

^ut to the Nile owes more than to the fky ; 

So, whai our earth, and what our heaven, denies^ 
Our ever-conftant friend, the fea, fupplies. 

The tafle of hot Arabia’s fpice we know. 

Free from the fcorching fun that makes it grow : 
Without the worm, in Perfian filks we Ihine ; 

And, without planting, drink of every \uie. 

To dig for wealth, we weary not our limbs ; 

Oold, though the heavieft metal, hither fwims: 

Ours is the harveft where the Indians mow. 

We plough the Deep, and reap what others fow. 

Things of the nobleft kind our own foil breeds ; 

Stout are oar men, and warlike are our Heeds ■: 

Home, though her eagle through the world liad flown, 
Could never make this iHand all her own. 

Here the third Edward, and the Black Prince too, 
France-conquering Henry flourifh’d ; and now You ; 
For whom we Hay’d, as did the Grecian Hate, 

Till Alexander came to urge their fate. 

When for more worlds the Macedonian cry’d. 

He wiH not Thetis in her lap did hide 
Another yet : a world referv’d for you, 

To make more great than that he did fubdue* 


He 
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He fafely might old troops to battle lead, 

Againd: tli' uii warlike Perlian and the Mede;; 
Whofe hady flight did, from a Woodlefs field. 
More fpoils than honour to the vidor yield. 

A race iinconquer'd, by their clime made bold. 
The Caledonians, arm’d with want and cold. 
Have, by a fate indulgent to your fame. 

Been fiom all ages kept for you to tame. 

Whom the old Roman wall fo ill confin’d, 

Whth a new chain of garrifons you bind : 

Here foreign gold no more lhall make them come 
Our Enghfh iron holda them fail: at home. 

They, that henceforth muft be content to know 
No warmer region than their hills of fnow. 

May blame the fun; but mud extol your grace. 
Which in our fenate hath allow’d them place. 

Prefer’d by conquefl, happily o’erthrowm. 

Falling they nfe, to be with us made one : . * 

So kind Dilators made^ when they came home. 
Their vanquifli’d foes free citizens of Rome. 

Like favour find the Irifh, with like fate. 
Advanc’d to be a portion of our date; 

While by your valour, and youc bounteous mind. 
Nations divided by the fea are join’d. 

Holland, to gain your friend^fliip is content 
To be our out -guard on the Continent ; 

She from her fellow-provinsces would go. 

Rather than hazard to have you her foe. 
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ri oiji lute Vyf-'en caiinons die’ diiTufe, 
prcientiHg pofls, the teiror and the ne\\s; 

Clii Xci' 2 :h:;cur-Piiaces tiemblcd at their loar r 
B-t oai conjunCion .-naLcs them tre.T.ble more* 

7oai nc\cr-faihng Bv^-orcl mad.' v/ar to ccafc; - 
And nO'V you heal us v,ith tl:e acls of peace : 

Our minds \Mih bounty and \vich awe engage. 

Invite aJoclion., and rcftrain our rage. 

Lefs pleafure inhe br?vc minds in battlcb 
Tl.an in redenng fuch as aie undone : 

Tigei-s have courage, and the rugged bear. 

Bat man alone can whom he conqucis fpare. 

To pardon, willing , and to punifl:, loth ; 

You ftiike with one hand, but }ou heal with both,. 
Lifting up all that prodrate he, you giieve 
You cannot make tne dead again to li.e^ 

When fate or error bad our ago nnhed. 

And o’er this narmn fuch confufion fpiead ; 

T.he only cure, which could from hca\cn come doivn* 
\^as fo much power and piety in one I 

One! whofe extraction from an antie'n line 
Giles hope again that well-born men ma; ihine ; 

1 he meaned, in your natuie mila and good , 

I’he noble, left fecured in your blood. 

Oft haie wc wonder’d^ how you hid in pence 
A mind proportion’d to fuch tl mgs as tbo:e ; 

How fu^h a luling fpint }ou could rcdrcun. 

And practifc firfe o\cr } oundif to roign. 


Your 
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Your private life did a juft pattern give, 

How fathers, hufbands, pious fons, ftrould live ; 

Born to command, your Princely viitues flept. 

Like humble David's, while the flock he kept. 

But w’hen 5^our troubled countiy call'd you forth. 

Your flaming courage and your matchlefs worths 
Dazzling the eyes of all that did pretend. 

To fierce contention gave a profperous end, 

•Still, as you rife, the ftate, exalted too. 

Finds no diftemper while 'tis chang'd by you ; 

Chang'd like the world's great fcenel when without 
The rifing fun night's vulgar lights deftroys, [noife. 

Had you, foine ages paft, this race of glory 
Run, with amazement we fhould read your ftory : 

But living virtue, all atchievcments paft. 

Meets envy ftill, to gi apple with at laft. 

This Caefar found ; and that ungrateful age. 

With lofing him, went back to blood and rage: 
Miftaken Brutus thought to break their yoke, 

But cut the bond of union with that ftroke. 

That fun once fe.t, a thoufand meaner ftais 
Gave a dim light to violence and wars : 

To fuch a tempeft as now threatens all. 

Did not your mighty arm prevent the fafh 

If Rome's great fenate could not wield that fword. 
Which of the conquer’d world had made them Lord 5 
What hope had ours, while yet their power was new. 
To rule vKSkurious armies, but by you ? 
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You ! that had taught them to fubdue (heir foes^ , 
Could order teach, and their high fpirits compofe r 
To every duty could their minds engage. 

Provoke their courage, and command their rage. 

So, when a Hon Ihal^es his dieadful mane, 

And angry grows, if he that fiiil took pain 
To tame his youth, approach the haughty beall. 

He bends to him„ but frights away the red. 

As die vex’d world,, to find repofe, at laft 
Itfelf into Augufius* arms did cafi : 

So England now does, with like toil opprefi,, 

Her weary head upon your bofom red.. 

Then let the Mufes, with fuch notes as thefe^ 

Indraft us what belongs unto our peace ! 

Your battles they hereafter fhall indite. 

And draw the image of our Mars in fight ; 

Tell of towns dorm’d,. of armies over-run. 

And mighty kingdoms by your conduft won ; 

How, while you thunder’d, clouds of dud did choak 
Contending troops,„ and feas lay hid in fmoke. 

Illudrious aftvS high raptures do infufe,. 

And every conqueror creates a Mufe : 

Here in low drains your milder deeds we fing ; 

But there, my Lord I we ’ll bays and oHve bring 

To crown your head : while you in triumph ride 
O’er vanquidi’d nations, and the fea befide : 

While all your Neighbour- Princes unto you, 
like Jofeph’'s Ihea’ves, pay reverence and bow. 
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©F OUR tATE WA.It WITH SPAIN, AN1> FIltST 
VICTORY AT SEA NEAR. ST. LUCAR, l6<5l* 

N O W, for fbme ages, Bad die pride of Spain 
Made the fun fhine on half the world in, vain ; 
While fhe bid war to all,, that durft fupply 
The place of thofe her cruelty made die* 

Of nature’s bounty men forbore to tafte ; 

And the beft portion of the earth lay wade. 

From the new world, her diver and her gold 
Came, like a temped,, to confound the old.. 

Feeding with tliefe the brib’d Bledors’ hopes,^ 

Alone fhe gives us Emperors and Popes ; 

With thefe accomplifhing her vad defigns> 

Europe was fhaken with her Indian mines. 

When Britain,. looking with a juft difdaiii& 

Upon this gilded majefty of Spain ^ 

And knowing well that empire muft 'decline,. 

Whole chief fuppbrt and finews.are of coin; 

Her native force and virtue did oppofe. 

To the rich, troublers of the world’s, repole. 

And now fome months, incamping on the Main». 

Our naval aimy had befieged Spain : 

They that the whole world^S monarchy design’d,. 

Are to their ports by our bold Fleet confin’d ; 

From whence our Red Cmftnthey triumphant 
.Riding without rival on the fea. 

Others may ufe the ocean as their road,. 

©niy the Engliftt make it their abode t 
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Whofe ready fails with every wind can il}% 

And make a covenant with th* inconftant fky ; 

Our oaks fecnre as if they there took root. 

We tread on billows with a fteady foot. 

Mean-while, the Spaniards in America 
Near to tbe Line the fun approaching faw ; 

And hop’d their European coads to find 
Clear’d from our fhips by the autumnal wind : 

Their huge capacious galleons fluff’d with plate. 

The labouring winds drive flowly tow’rds their fate. 
Before St. Lugar they their guns difeharge, 

To tell their joy, or to call forth a barge : 

This heard fome fhips of ours (though out of view) 
And, fwift as eagles, to the quarry flew : 

So heedlefs lambs, which for their mothers bleat, 
Wake hungry lions, and become their meat. 

Arriv’d, they foon begin that tragic play. 

And with their fmoky cannon banifli day : 

Night, horror, daughter, with confufion meets. 

And in their fable arms embrace the fleets. 

Through yielding plahks the angry bullets fly. 

And, of one wound, hundreds together die : 

Born under different ftars, one fate they have ; 

The fhip their coffin, and the fea their grave 1 
Bold were the men which on the ocean fiid 
Spread their new fails, when fliipwreck was the woxik : 
More danger now from man alone we find. 

Than from the rocks,, the billows, or the wind. 

They that had fail'd from near th' antardiiic Pole, 
Their treafure fafe, and all their vefTels whole. 


In 
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In fight of their dear country rain'd be. 

Without the guilt of either rock or fea 1 
What they would fpare, oar fiercer art defirors, 
Surpafiing ftorms in terror and in noife. 

Once Jove from Ida did both hofis furvey, 

And, when he pleas'd to thunder, part the fray : 

Here, Heaven in vain that kind retreat fliould found : 
The louder cannon had the thunder drown'd. 

Some we made prize : while others, burnt and rent. 
With their rich lading to the bottom went : 

Down finks at once (fo Fortune with us fports [) 

The pay of armies, and the pride of Courts. 

Vain man J whofe rage buries as low that fiore. 

As Avarice had digg'd for it before : 

What earth, in her dark bowels, could not keep 
From greedy hands, lies fafer in the Deep ; 

Where Thetis kindly does from mortals hide 
Thofe feeds of luxury, debate, and pride. 

And now, into her lap the ricliefi: prize 
Fell, with the noblefi: of our enemies : 

The * Marquis (glad to fee the fire defiroy 
Wealth, that prevailing foes were to enjo} ) 

Out from his flaming ihip his children fent. 

To perifli in a milder element : 

Then laid Hm by his burning Lady's fide ; 

And, fince he could not fave her, with her dy'd. 

Spices and gums about them melting fiy ; 

And, phoenix -like, in that rich neft they die : 


VoL. XVL 
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Alive^. in fiames of equal love they burnU; 

And now^ together are to aihes turn’d : 

Afhes ! more worth than all their funeral cod ; 
Than the huge treafure which was with them lol!,; 
^ Thefe dying lovers, and their floating fons, 
Sufpencl the light, and filence all our guns ; 
Beauty and youth, about to perilli, finds ^ 

Such noble pity in brave Englifh minds ; 

That (the rich fpoil forgot, their valour’s prize J 
All labour now to fave their enemies. 

How frail our padlons I how foon changed are 
Our wrath and fury to a friendly care ! 

They that but now for honour and for plate 
Made the fea- blulh with blood, reflgn their hate 
And, their young foes endeavouring to retrieve, 
With greater hazard than they fought, they dive®. 

With thefe returns vidorious Montagu, 

With laurels in his hand, and half Peru. 

J^,t the brave Generals divide that bough. 

Our great Proteflor hath fuch wreaths enough t 
His conquering head has no more room for bays®. 
Then let it be, as die glad nation prays : 

Let the rich ore forthwith be melted down. 

And the fl ate fix’d by making him a crowii^ n 
With ermin clad and purple,- let him hold 
A royal fceptre, made of Spanifli gold. 

‘ All from this line was added after 1661®. 
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UPON THE DEATH OF THE LORD PROTECTOR, 

W E muil lefign ! Heaven his great foul doth claim 
In ibrms, as loud as his immortal fame : 
liis d} pro groans, his laft breath (hakes our Ille ; 

And tre:b uncut fall for his funeral pile : 

About his pulace their bioad roots are toft 

Into the air. — bo Romulus was loft I 

New Rome in fuch a tempeft mifs’d her King ; 

And, from obeying, fell to woifhiping. 

On Oeta's top thus Heiculcs lay dead. 

With ruin’d ord-s and pines about him fpread. 

The poplar too, whofe bough he wont to wear 
On his vidonoiis head, lay pi oft rate there. 

Thofe his laft fury fiom the mountain lent: 

Our dying Hero from the continent 

Ravifh’d whole towns ; and forts from Spaniards reft. 

As his laft legacy to Eutaiii left. 

The ocean, which fo long oui hopes confin’d. 

Could give no iimits to his vafter mind; 

Our bounds’ enlargement was his latcft toil; 

Noi Lath he left us prlfoneis to our ifle ; 

Uiidcr the tropic is our language Q'oke : 

And part of Flanders 1 ath received our yoLe» 

From civil bioili- he did us difengage ; 

Found nobler oLjedls for our raarual lage ; 

And, with wife condud, to his country (how’d 
The an r lent w ay of conqucriijg abioacL 
Ungrateioi then 1 if we no tears allow 
To him, that gave us peace and empire toOt 
L 2 
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Princes that fear’d him, grieve ; concern’d to fee 
No pitch of glory from the giave is free. 

Nature herfelf took notice of his death. 

And, fighing, fvvell’d the fea with fuch a breath. 
That, to remoteft fhores her billows roU’d, 

Th’ approaching fate of their great ruler told. 

TO THE KING, 

mpON HIS majesty’s happy return. 

T h E rifing fun complies with our weak fight, 

Firft gilds the clouds, then fhews his globe of light 
At fuch a diftance from our eyes, as though 
He knew what harm his hafty beams would do. 

But your full majefly at once breaks foith 
In the meiidian of your reign. Your worth. 

Your youth, and all the fplendor of your ftate, 
(Wrap’d up, till now, in clouds of adverfe Fate!) 
With fuch a flood of light invade our ej/es. 

And our fpread hearts witli fo great joy furpiize ; 
That, if your grace incline that we Ihoiild live. 

You muft not, Sir! too haflily forgive. 

Our guilt preferves us from th’ excefs of joy. 

Which fcatters fpirits, and would life dellroy. 

All are obnoxious I and this faulty land. 

Like fainting Efther, does before you hand. 

Watching your feeptre : the revolted fea 
Trembles, to think fhe did your foes obey. 

Great Britain, like blind Polypheme, of late. 

In a wild rage, became the fcorn and hate 


Of 
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Of her proud neighbours, who began to think 
She with the weight of her own force would fmk<^ 
But you aie come, and ail their hopes are vain ; 
This GiantThe has got her eye again. 

Now, Ihe might fpare the ocean ; and oppofe 
Your condud to the iierceft of her foes. 

Naked, the Graces guarded you from all 
Dangers abroad ; and now, your thunder fhall* 
Princes that faw you different paflions prove ; 

For now they dread the objedl of their love ^ 

Nor without envy can behold his height, 

Whofe convcifation was their late delight.. 

So Semele, contented with the rape 
Of Jove, difguifed in a mortal fhape. 

When Ihe beheld his hands with lightning hll’d. 

And his bright rays, was with amazement kilfd. 

And though it be our forrow and our crime. 

To have accepted life fo long a time 
Without you here ; yet does this abfence gain 
No fmall advantage to your prefent reign ; 

For, having view'd the perfons and the things. 

The councils, ftate, and ftrength, of Europe's King;, 
You know your work, ambition to reftrain. 

And fet them bounds, as Heaven does to the Main. 
Vv^’e have you now with ruling wifdom fraught. 

Not fuch as books, but fuch as pradlice, taught. 

So the loll fun, while kail by us enjoy'd. 

Is the whole night for our concerns employ'd ; 

He ripens fpices, fruit, and precious gums. 

Which from lemotell regions hither comes., 

L j rhh 
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This feat of yours (from th" other woild remov’d) 
Had Archimedes known, he might have piov’d 
His engine’s force, fix’d here , your power and fkiii 
Make the world’s motion wait upon your will. 

Much-fuffering Monarch] the firfi: Englifii-born, 
That has the crown of thefe thiec nations v/ornl 
How has your patience with the baibarous rage 
Of your own foil contended half an age ? 

Till (your try’d virtue and your facred word 
At lafi: preventing your unwilling fwoid) 

Armies and fleets, which kept you out fo long, 

Own’d their great Sovereign, and ledrefs’d his wrong. 
When firait the people, by no force compeil’d, 

Nor longer from their inclination held. 

Break foith at once, like powder fet on fiie ; 

And, with a noble rage their King require. 

So th’ injur’d fea, which from her wonted courfe. 

To gain fome acres, avarice did force, 

If the new banks, negledied once, decay. 

No longer will from her old channel fiay 5 
Raging, the late-got land fhe overflows. 

And ail that ’s built upon ’t to ruin goes. 

Offenders now, the chiefefi, do begin 
To ftnve for grace, and expiate their fin : 

All winds blow fair, that did the v orld embroil ; 
Your vipers tieacle yield, and fcorpions oil. 

If then fuch praife the ^ Macedonian got. 

For having rudely cut the Gordian knot ; 
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What glory ’s due to hinij that could divide 
Such raveFd intereils ? has the knot un ty'd. 

And, without flroke, fo fmooth a paHage made. 

Where craft and malice fuch impeachments laid i 
Bat while \\q piaife yon, you afcribe it all 
To His high hand, which threw the untouch’d wall 
Of felf-demolifh’d Jericho fo low : 

His Angel ’twas that did before }'Ou go 5 
Tam’d favage hearts, and made aSedions yield. 

Like ears of corn when wind falutes the £eld* 

Thus, patience crown’d, likejob’s, your trouble ends, 
Having your foes to pardon, and your friends ; 

For, though j'our courage w ere fo firm a rock^ 

What private virtue could endure the fhock ? 
like your Great Mailer, you the florm withftood. 

And pity’d thofe who love with fxailty fhew’d. 

Rude Indians, torturing all the royal race. 

Him with the throne and dear-bought feeptre grace 
That fujffers befl * what region could be found. 

Where your heroic head had not been crown’d ? 

The next experience of your mighty mind 
Is, how you combat Foitune now flie’s Lind : 

And this way too you are vidorious found ; 

She flatters with the fame fuccefs Ihe frown’d* 

While, to yourfelf fevere, to others kind, 

W ith powder unbounded, and a will confin’d. 

Of this vaft empire you poffefs the care, 

The fofter parts fall to the people’s fhare* 

Safety and equal government are things 
Which fqbjeols raalce as happy as their Kings*# 

L 4 
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yaitli, law, and piety (that banifh'd train 
Juft ice and truth, with you- return again : 

The city’s trade, and country’s eafy life. 

Once more lhall flourifti, without fraud or ftrife. 
Your reign no lefs aftiires the ploughman’s peace. 
Than the warm* fun advances his increafe ; 

And does the ftiepherds as fecurely keep. 

From all their fears, as they preferve their fheep*. 

But above all, the Mufe-infpired train 
Triumph, and raife their drooping heads again : 

Kind Heaven at once has, in your perfon, fent 
Their facred judge, their guard, and argument* 

Nec magis exprefti vultus per ahenea figna, 

Qua*m per vatis opus mores, animique viroium 
Ckrortmi apparent ****'* Ho rat. 

ON ST. JAMES’S PARK, 

AS LATELY IMTROVRD BY HIS MAJESTY 

O F thefiift paradife there ’s nothing found, 

Plants fet by Heaven arevanifti’d, and the giound; 
Yet the defcription lafts : who knows the fate 
Of lines that lhall this Paradife relate ? 

Inftead of rivers rolling by the ftde 
Of Eden’s garden, here flows in the tide : 

The fea, which always ferv’d his empire, now 
Pays tribute tq our Prince’s pleafure too. 

Of famous cities we the founders know ; 

But rivers old as feas, to which they go, 
t ¥irft printed in folio, i66i. 
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Are nature’s bounty : ’tis of more renown 
To make a river, than to build a town. 

For future lhade, young trees upon the banks 
Of the new fiream appear in even ranks : 

The voice of Orpheus, or Amphion’s hand. 

In better order could not make them Hand. 

May they increafe as faft, and fpiead their boughs. 
As the high fame of their great Owner grows ! 
May he live long enough to fee them all 
Daik fhadows caft, and as his palace tall I 
Methinks I fee the love that lhall be made. 

The ioveis walking in that amorous fhade : 

The gallants dancing by the river fide ; 

They bathe in fommer, and m winter Aide, j 
Methinks I hear the muhc in the boats. 

And the loud Echo which leturns the notes : 

While overhead a Hock of new-fpjung fowl 
Hangs in the air, and does the fun control, 
Dark.cning the * fky they hover o’er, and Ihrowd 
The Vv^nton failors with a feather’d cloud.. 

Beneath, a fhoal of filver fHies glides. 

And plays about the gilded barges’ fides: 

1 lie Ladies angling in the cryHal lake, 

Feaft on the waters with the prey they take : 

At once vidorious with their lines and eyes. 

They make the Allies and the men their prize.. 

A. thoufand Cupids on the billows ride. 

And Sea-Nymphs enter with the fwelling tide:. 

* In fob edit. < the air tiiey hover/ &c. 
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From Thetis fent as fpies, to make report. 

And tell the wonders of her Soveieign's Court, 

All that can, living, feed the greedy eye. 

Or dead, the palate, here you may defery ; 

The choicefi: things that furniihkl Noah’s ark. 

Or Petei’s fheet, inhabiting this Park : 

All with a border of rich fruit-trees crown’d, 
Whofe loaded branches hide the lofty mound. 

Such various ways the fpacious alle}s lead. 

My doubtful Mufe knows not what path to tread. 
Yonder, the harveft of cold months laid up. 

Gives a frefh coolnefs to the royal cup : 

There icc, like cryftal, him, and never loll, 
Tempers hot July with December’s frolt; 

Winter’s dark prifon, whence he cannot fly. 

Though the warm Spiing, his enemy, draws nigh. 
Strange! that extremes Ihould thus prefeive the fnow, 
High on the Alps, and in deep cav es below^ 

Here a well-polifh’d Mall gives us the joy, 

To fee our Prince his matchlefs force employ: 

His manly poflure, and his graceful mien. 

Vigour and youth in all his motions feen ; 

His lhape fo lo vdy, and his limbs fo flrong. 

Confirm our hopes we lhall obey him long. 

No fooner has he touch’d the Hying ball, 

But ’tis already more than half the Mall : 

And fuch a fury from his arm has got. 

As from a fmokmg cuherin ’twere fnot. 

May that ill fate his enemies befall, 

To Hand before his anger or his ball I 
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Near this my Miife, what moil delights her^ fees 
A living galleiy of aged trees : 

Bold foils of earth, that thruil their aims fo high. 

As if once more they would invade the fey. 

In faoli gieen palaces the Kings reign’d. 

Slept in their fliades, and Angels entertain’d : 

With fucii old counfellois they did advife, 

And, by frequenting facred groves, grew wife. 

Free from th’ impediments of light and noife, 

Man, thus retir’d, his nobler thoughts emploj^s. 

Here Charles contrives the ordering of his flates. 
Here he refclves his neighbouring Princes’ fates : 
What nation fhall have peace, where ’w ar be made. 
Determin’d is in this oraculous ihade ; 

The world, from India to the frozen North, 
Concein’d in what this folitude brings forth. 

If IS fancy objedls from his view receives ; 

The profpedl thought and contemplation gives. 

That feat of empire here filutes his eye. 

To which three kingdoms do tliemfelves apply ; 

The flrudure by a * Prehte rais’d, Whitehall, 

Built with the fortune of Rome’s Capitol : 

Both, difproportion’d to the prefent Hate 
Of their proud founders, were approv’d by Fate. 
From hence he does tliat + antique Pile behold. 

Where royal heads receive the facred gold : 

It gives them crowns, and does their afhes keep ; 
There made like Gods, like mortals there they feep : 

-f Weftmlnfier- Abbey. 
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Making the circle of their reign complete, 

Thofe funs of empire ! where they life, they fet. 
When others fell, this Handing did prefage 
The crown fhould triumph ovei popular rage : 

Hard by that Houfe where all oui ills were fhap’d, 
Th* aufpicious temple Hood, and yet efcap'd/ 

So, fnow on ^Etna does unmelted lie. 

Whence rolling flames and fcatteikl cinders fly; 

The diftant country in the ruin lharis. 

What falls from heaven the burning mountain fpares. 
Next, that + capacious Hall he fees, the room 
Where the whole nation does for juflice come : 

Under whofe large roof flouri flies the gown. 

And judges grave on high tribunals frown* 

Here like the people’s pallor he does go. 

His flock fiibjeded to his view below : 

On which refleding in hia mighty mind. 

No private paflion does indulgence And ; 

The pleafures of his youth fi upended are. 

And made a faciiflce to public care. 

Here, free from court compliances, he walks 
And With liimfelf, his beft advifcr, talks : 

How peaceful olive may his temples fhade. 

For mending laws, and for leflonng trade : 

Or, how his brows may be with laurel chai g’d. 

For nations conquer’d, and our bounds enlaig’d. 

Of antient prudence here he ruminates. 

Of riling kingdoms, and of ialling flates : 

* Boufe of Contiiiiojas. f Weilinmfieri-halk 
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What ruling arts gave great Auguidus fame; 

And how Alcides puichas’d fuch a name. 

His eyes, upon his ^ native Palace bent, 

Ciofe by, fuggefts a greater argument : 

His thoughts rife higher, when he does refled 
On what the woiid may from that Ikr expedt. 

Which at his birth appear’d ; to let us fee. 

Day, for his fake, could with the night agiee : 

A Prince, on whom fach different lights did fmiic, 
Eorn the divided world to reconcile 1 
Whatever Heaven, or high-extradled blood, 

Oould promife, oi foretcl, he will make good : 

Reform thefe nations, and improve them more. 

Than this fair Paik, from what it was before. 

OF THE INVASION AND DLFt AT OF THE 
TURKS, IN THE YEAR l68j. 

T he modern Nimrod, with a fafe delight 

Purfuing beafts, that lave themfehes by flight; 
Grown proud, and weary of his wonted game. 

Would Chriftians chafe, and facrifice to fame. 

A Prince, with eunuchs and the fofter fex 
Shut up fo long, would warlike nations vex. 

Provoke the German, and, negledting Heaven, 

Forget the trace for which his oath was given* 

His Grand Vifier, prefuiping to inveft 
The chief d imperial city of the Weil, 

With the firfl: charge compelPd in halle to rife. 

His treafure, tents, and cannon, left a prize : 

^ St. James’s* f Vienna. 
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The ftardard loll, and Janizaries 
Reader the hopes he gave his mailer vain. 

The hying Turks, that bring Lhe tidings home. 
Renew the memory of his father's doom ; 

And his guard murmurs, that fo often brings, 

Down from the throne their unruccefsful Kings. 

The trembling Sultan *s forc'd to expiate 
His own iil-condudi'by another's fate ; 

The Grand Vifier, a tyrant, though a Have, 

A fair example to his maher gave ; 

He BalTas’ heads, to fave his own, made hy. 

And now, the Sultan to preferve, mull die. 

The fatal bow-hring was not in his thought. 
When, breaking truce, he fo uniuhly fought : 

Made the world tremble with a numerous holl. 

And of undoubted vidory did boaH. 

Strangled he l>s I yet feems to cry aloud. 

To warn the mighty, and indru(S: the proud. 

That of the Great, negleifklng to be juil. 

Heaven in a moment makes an heap of dull. 

The Turks fo low, why flic.uid the Chrillians lofc 
Such an advantage of their barbarous foes ? 

Negkfl their prefent ruin to complete. 

Before another Solyman they get ? 

Too late they would with lhame, repenting, dread 
That numerous herd, by fuch a lion led. 

He p^hodes and Bud a from the OhriftiariS tore. 
Which timely union might again reilore. > 

But, fparing Turks, as if with rage poHell, 

The Chrillians perllh, by tliemfelves opprell : 


Cities 
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Cities and piovinces fo dearly won. 

That the‘vidorious people are undone ! 

What Angel fliail defcend, to reconcile 
The Chriihan-fiates, and end their guilty toil ? 

A Prince more fit from Keaven \vc cannot afk. 

Than Britain's King, for fuch a glorious talk : 

Ihs dreadful navy, and his lovely mind. 

Gives him the fear and favour of mankind. 

His warrant does the Chrifian faith delend ; 

On that lelying, all their quarrels end. 

The peace is fgn'd, and Bn tain docs obtain. 

What Rome had fought from her fierce Tons in ^aln* 

In battles won, Fuitime a part doth claim. 

And foldieib have their poition in the fame ; 

In this fuccefsful union we fuid 
Only the triumph of a wouhy mind. 

^ fis all accompliil/d by his 10} al Vvord, 

Without unilieathing the defliudivc TtOicI ; 

Without a taiv upon his fubjeds laid. 

Their peace dlfiuib'd, their plenty, or theli 
And what can they to fuch a Prince deny. 

With whole delirfs the greatefi Kings complj’ ? 

The arts of peace aie not to him unknown. 

This happy vixy he inarch’d into the throne : 

And we owe more to Heaven, than to the fvvord. 

The w idl’d let.irn ol fo benign a Lord. 

Chalks, by old Gi-ecce with a new ficedom grac’d. 
Above hci anno .10 Heroes (hall be plac’d. 

What IhifuE did, or Theban Here ales. 

Holds no compare with this vidouous peace ; 


Which 
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Which on the Turks fhall greater honour gain. 

Than all their giants and their monllers flam. 

Thofe are bold tales, in fabulous ages told ; 

This glorious ad the living do behold. 

TO THE Q^U E E N, ^ 

trrON HER. majesty's birth-day, after her 
HAPPY RECOVERY FROM A DANGEROUS SICKNESS, 

F arewell the year which threaten'd fo 
The fairefl: light the world can fliow* 

Welcome the new ! whofe every day, 

Reflormg what was fnatch'd away 
By pining ficknefs from the Fair, 

That matchlefs beauty does repair ; 

So fafl, that the appioaching fpring 
{Which does to flowery meadows bring 
What the rude winter from them tore) 

Shall give her all flie had before* 

But we recover not fo fall 
The fenfe of fuch a danger pafl: ; 

We, that efleem'd you fent from Heaven, 

A pattern to this Ifland given ; 

To fhew us what the Blefs'd do there. 

And what ali\e they pradis'd here ; 

When that which we immortal thought. 

We faw fo near deflrudion brought. 

Felt all which you did then endure ; 

And tremble yet, as not fecure. 

So, though the fun vidorious be. 

And from a dark eclipfe fet free j 


The 
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The inHuence, which we fondly fear, 

A® ids our thoughts the following year« 

But, that which may relieve our care 
Is, that you have a help fo near 
For all the evil you can prove ; 

The kindnefs of your Royal Love^ 

He that never known to mourn. 

So many kingdoms from him torn. 

His tears referv’d for you : more dear. 

More priz’d than all thefe kingdoms were I 
For, when no healing art prevail’d. 

When cordials and elijcirs fail’d. 

On your pale cheek he dropt the fliower. 

Ret iv’d you like a dying flowex, 

SONG BY MRS. KNIGHT TO HER MAJESTV, ON* 
HER BIRTH-DAY. 

T his happy day two lights are feen, 

A gk)i ious Saint, a matchlefs Queen ; 

Both nam'd alike, both crown’d appear. 

The Saint above, th’ Infanta here. 

May all thofe years, which Catharine 
The Martyr did for heaven refign 
Be added to the line 
Of your bled life among us here ! 

For all the pains that ihe did feel. 

And all the torments of her wheel. 

May you as mmy pleafures fharel 


VoL. XVI. 
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May Heaven itfelf content 
With Catharine the Saint I 
Without appearing old. 

An hundred times may you. 

With eyes as bright as now. 

This welcome day behold ! 

OF HER MAJESTY,. 
qN new-year’s day, 1685. 

W H AT revolutions in the world have been ! 

How are we chang’d, fince we firft faw the Quceal 
She, like the Sun, does ftiH the fame appear^ 

Eright as fhe was at her arrival here ! 

Time has commiffion mortals to impair, 

Eat things coelellial is oblig’d to fpare. 

May every new year find her ilill the fame. 

In health and beauty, as ihe hither came ^ 

When Lords and Commons, with united voice, 

Th’ Infanta nam’d, approv’d, the royal choice : 

Firfi: of our Queens, whom not the King alone, 

But the whole nation, lifted to the throne* 

With like confent, and like defert, was crown’d 
The * glorious Prince, that does the Turk confounds, 
Yi£Iorious both ! His conducfl: wins the day j 
And hei example chaces vice away. 

Though louder fame attend the martial rage,, 
greater glory to reform the age, 

John Sobleiki, King of Polandi. 

O F 
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OF TEA, 

COMMENDED BY HER MAJESTY. 

V ENUS her myrtle, Phosbus lias his bays ; 

Tea both excels, which fhe vouchfafes to praife. 
The bell of Queens, and beft of herbs, we ow e 
To that bol\> nation which the way did ihow 
To the fair region, where the fun does rife ; 

Whofe rich produ<flions we fo jnftly prizje. 

The Mufe’s friend,. Tea’^ does our fancy aid ; 

Rcprefs thofe vapours which the head invade; 

And keeps tliat palace of the foul fcreiie. 

Fit, on her* Birth-day, to falute the Queen. 

BROIOOTTE FOR THE LADY-ACTORS : SPORLlf 
BEFORE KING CHARLES II. 

A maze us not with that raajeftic frown : 

But lay afide the greatnefs of your crown ! 

And for that look, which does your people awe. 

When in your throne and robes you give them lavv^ 

Lay it by here , and give a gentler fmile 1 
Such as, we fee great Jove's in pidure, while 
He* litos to Apollo's charming lyre. 

Or judges of the fongs he does infpire. 

Comedians on the Stage fhew all their Ikill, 

And after do as love and fortune will : 

We are lefs careful, hid in this difguife; 

In. our own cloaths more ferious, and more wife. 

M 2 hlode't 
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Modeft at home, upon the Stage more bold ; 

We feem warm lovers, though our breaHs be cold ; 

A fault committed here deferves no fcorn. 

If we ad well the parts t6 which we 're bom. 

Of HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, MOTH ER 10 THE PRINCE 
OF ORANGE I 

AJTD OF HER PORTRAIT WRITTEN BY. THE LATE 
DUCHESS OF YORK WHILE SHE LIVED WITH HER. 

H eroic Nymph l in tempers the fupport. 

In peace the glory, of the Britiih Court ! 

Into whofe arms, the Church, the State, and all 
That precious is, or facred here, did fall. 

Ages to come, that fhall your bounty hear. 

Will think you miftrefs of the Indies were : 

Though fireighter bounds your fortune did conJEne, , 
In your large heart was found a wealthy Mine : 

Like the bleft oil, .the widow's lafting feail. 

Your treafure, as you pour'd it out, increas'd. 

While fome your beauty, fomb your bounty fing. 
Your native Ifle does with your praifes ring ; 

JBut above all, a * Nymph of your own train. 

Gives us your charader in fuch a ftrain. 

As none but fhe, who in that court did dwell. 

Could know fuch worthy or worth defcrib- fo well. 
So, while we mortals here at heaven do guefs. 

And more our weaknefs than the place exprefs ; 

Some angel, a domeftic there, comes down, 

And tells the wonders he hath feen and known. 

* Lady Anne Hyde, 


T O 
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TO THE DUCHESS OF ORLEANS, WHEN SHE WAS 
TAKING LEAVE OF THE COURT AT DOVER. 

T H at fua of beauty did among us rife, 

England firft faw the light of your fair eyes. 

Jn Englilh too your early wit was fhown : 

Favour that language ! which was then your own. 
When, though a child, through guards you made your 
What fleet, or army, could an angel flay F [way : 
Thrice happy Britain ! if fhe could retain. 

Whom fhe iirfl bred, within her ambient Maim 
Our late-burnt London, in apparel new. 

Shook off her allies to have treated you : 

But we muff fee our glory fnatch’d away. 

And with warm tears increafe the guilty fea: 

No wind can fa\ our us j howe’er it blows. 

We muff be wreck’d, and our dear treafure lofe ! 

Sishs will not let us half our forrows tell^ 

O * 

Fair, lovely, greats and bcff of Nymphs, farewell 

UPON ^T-lER* majesty’s NEW BUILDINGS AT 
SOMERSET HOUSE. 

G reat Queen I ' that does our Ifland bicft. 

With Princes and with Palaces ; 

Treated fo ill, chac’d fiom your throne, , 

Returning, you 'adorn the town 5, 


* Henrietta Maria, jQueen Dowager of King Charles L 

M.j, "Ami 
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And, with a brave revenge, do Ihow 
Their glory went and came with you. 

While peace from hence, and you, were gone. 
Your houfes in that ftorm overthrown, 

Thofe wounds which civil rage did give. 

At once you pardon and relieve. 

Conftant to England in your love. 

As birds are to their wonted grove ; 

Though by rude hands their neffcs are fpolFd, 

There, the next fpring, again they build. 

Accuhng fome malignant ftar. 

Not Britain, for that fatal war ; 

Your kindnefs banifhes your fear, 

Refolv’d to fix for ever here. 

But what new Mine this work fupplies ? 

Can fuch a pile from ruin rife ? 

This like the firft creation fhows. 

As if at your command it rofe. 

Frugality and bounty too, 

(Thofe different virtues) meet in you ; 

From a confin’d, well-manag’d, fiore. 

You both employ and feed the poor. 

Let foreign Princes vainly boaft 
The rude effeds of pride and cofi: ; 

Of vafier fabrics, to which they 
Contribute notldng, but the pay. 

This, by the Queen herfelf defign’d. 

Gives us a pattern of her mind : 

The fiate and order does proclaim 
The genius of that Royal Dame, 

Each 
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Each part with juR proportion grac’d j 
And all to fucli advantage plac’d ; 

That the fair view her window yields. 

The tow^n, the river, and the fields. 

Entering, beneath us we defciy ; 

And wonder how we came fo high. 

She needs no weary Heps afeend ; 

All feems before her feet to bend ; 

And here, as Ihe was born, fhe lies ; 

High, without taking pains to rife. 

OF A TREE CUT IN PAPER. 

F air hand ! that can on virgin-paper \\ rite. 

Yet from the Hain of ink preferve it white-; 

Whofe travel o’er that filver field does fiiow. 

Like track of leverets in morning fnow. 

Love’s image thus in pureH minds is wrought. 

Without a fpot, or blemilh, to the thought. 

Strange that your fingers fhould the pencil foil, 

Vn' ithout the help of colours, or of oil ! 

For, though a painter boughs and leaves can make, 

*Tis you alone can make them bend and fhake; 

Whofe breath falutes your new-created grove. 

Like fouthern w inds, and makes it gently ino\'e. 
Orpheus could make the forefi: dance ; but you 
Can make the motion, and the foreft too. 
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TO A LADY, 

nou WHOM HE RECEIVED THE FOREGOING CO’ETj, 
WHICH FOR Mii<Ny YEARS HAD BEEN LOST* 

N O THING lies hid from radiant eyes; 

All they fubdiie become their fpies : 

Secrets, as choked: jewels, are 
Prefented to oblige the Fair : 

No wonder then, that a loH thought 
Should there be found, where fouls are caughu 

The pkbare of fair Venus (that 
For which iren fay the Goddefs fat) 

Was loll, till Lely from your look 
Again that glorious image took. 

If Virtue’s felf were loft,, we might 
From your fair mind new copies wiite; 

All things, but one, you can reftore ; 

The heait you get returns no more. 

OF THE LADY MARY«. 

PRINCESS OP ORANGE. 

A S qnce the lion honey gave, 

-LX Out of the ftrong fuch fweetnefs came 
A royal Hero, no lefs brave. 

Produc’d this fweet,, this Ipvely dame. 


To 
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To her, the Prince that did oppofe 
Such mighty armies in the field. 

And Holland from prevailing foes 
Could fo well free, himfeif does yield* 

Not Belgians fleet (his high command) 

Which triumphs where the fun does rife; 

Nor all the force he leads by land. 

Could guard him from her conquering eyes*. 

Orange, with youth, experience has ; 

In adion young, in council old : 

Orange is what Auguftus was. 

Brave, w^ary, provident, and bold. 

On that fair tree, which bears his name, 

Bloflbms and fruit at once are found : 

In him we all admire the fame. 

His flowery youth with wifdom crown’d t 

Empire and freedom rcconciFd 
In I-iolland are, by great Naflaw : 

Like thofe he fprung from, juft and mild,, 

To willing people he gives law* 

Thricediappy pair 1 fo near ally’d. 

In royal bipod, and virtue too ! 

Now Love has you together ty’d 
May none this triple knot undo I 

The Church fhall be the happy place 
Where ftreams which from the fame fouree rH%. 

Though divers lands awhile they grace, 

Vni^e again, and are made one* 


A tlioufand 
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A thoiifand thanks the nation owes 
To him that does protetfl us all : 

For, while he thus his niece bellows. 
About our ide he builds a wall ; 

A wall 1 like that which Athens had. 

By th’ oracle’s advice, of wood : 

Had theirs been fuch as Charles has made. 
That mighty date till now had dood. 


TO THE PRINCE OF ORANGE, 
1677. 

W ELCOME, great Prince, unto this land, 
Slciird in the arts of war and peace ; 

Your birth does call you to command. 

Your nature does incline to peace. 

When Holland, by her foes oppred. 

No longer could fudain their weight ; 

To a native Prince they thought it bed 
To recommend their dying date. 

Your very name did France expel; 

Thofe conquer’d towns which lately cod 
So little blood, unto you fell 
With the fame eafe they once were lod. 
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^Twas not your foice did them defeat ; 

They neither felt your fword nor fire j 
But feemed willing to retreat. 

And to your greatnefs did confpire. 

Nor have you fince ingrateful been. 

When at Seneff you did expofe. 

And at Mount CajQTal, your own men. 

Whereby you might fecure your foes. 

Let Maefiricht fiege enlarge your name. 

And your retreat at Charleroy ; 

Warriors by flying may gain fame. 

And Parthian-like their foes deftroy. 

Thus Fabius gained repute of old. 

When Roman glory gafping lay ; 

In council flow, in addon cold. 

His country fav’d, running away. 

W'hat better method could you take ? 

When you by beauty’s charms mull move. 

And muft at once a progrefs make 
I’ th’ ftratagems of war and love. 

He that a Princefs’ heart would gain, 

Muft learn fubmilTively to yield ; 

The ftubborn ne’er their ends obtain ; 

The vanquiih’d mafters are 0’ th’ field* 


Go 
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Go on> brave Prince, with like fuccefs. 

Still to encreafe your hop’d renown ; 

Till to your condudl and addrcfs. 

Not to your birth,, you owe a crown* 

Proud Alva with tlie power of Spain 
Could not the noble Dutch enflave ^ 

And wifer Parma ftrove in vain. 

For to reduce a race fo brave. 

They now thoft very armies pay 
By which they were forc’d to- yield to you 5 

Their ancient birthright they betray. 

By their own^ votes you them fubd‘.e. 

Who can then liberty maintain 
When by fuch arts it is withftood t 

Freedom to Princes is a chain, 

To ail that fpring from Royal Blood, 


O F 
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OF ENGLISH VERSE. 

P OETS may boafl:, as fafely vain. 

Their works fliall with the world remain : 
Both botmd together, live or die. 

The verfes and the prophecy* 

But who can hope his line Ihould long 
Laft, in a daily-changing tongue ? 

While they are new, envy prevails ; 

And as that dies, our language fails. 

When architects have done their part. 

The matter may betray their art : 

Time, if we ufc ill-chofen done, 

Soon brings a well-built palace down. 

Poets that lading marble feek, 

Muft carve in Latin or in Greek: 

We write in fand ; our language grows. 

And, like the tide, our work o'erilows. 

Chaucer his fenfe can only boad; 

The glory of his numbers lod ! 

Years have defac’d his matchlefs diain ; 

And yet he did not fmg in vam. 

The beauties which adorn’d that age. 

The ihining fubjeds of his rage. 

Hoping they fliould immortal prove, 

Bjewarded with fuccefs his love. 


Ihh 
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This was the generous poet’s fcope ; 

And all an Englifh pen can hope ; 

To make the Fair approve his flamcj 
That can fo far extend their fame. 

Verfe, thus defign’d, has no ill fatCj, 

If it arrive but at the date 
Of fading beauty ; if it prove 
But as long-liv’d as prefent love. 

UPON THE EARL OF ROSCOMMOn’s TRANSLATION 
OF HORACE, DE ARTE POETICA; 

AND OF THE USE OF POETRY. 

13 OME was not better by her Horace taught,, 

. Than we are here to comprehend his thought : 
The Poet writ to noble Pifo there ; 

A noble Pifo does inftru^I us here : 

Gives us a pattern in his fiowing ftile ; 

And with rich .precepts does oblige our ille : 

Britain 1 whole genius is in verfe exprefs’d ; 

Bold and fublime, but negligently drefs’d. 

Horace will oux fuperfiuous branches prune. 

Give us new rules, and fet our harp in tune i 
Dired us how to back the winged horfe. 

Favour his flight, and moderate his force. 

Though Poets may of infpiration boafl,. 

Their rage, ill govern’d, in the clouds is lofl. 

He that proportion’d wonders can difclofe. 

At once his fancy and his judgment llaovvs. 


Chafe 
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Chafle moral writing we may learn from hence ; 
Neglcd of which no wit can recompence. 

The fountain which from Helicon proceeds. 

That facred ftream i Ihould never water weeds j 
Nor make the crop of thorns and thiftles grow,. 

Which envy or perverted nature fow. 

Well-founding verfes are the charm we ufe. 

Heroic thoughts and virtue to infufe : 

Things of deep fenfe we may in profe unfold ; 

But they move more in lofty numbers told : 

By the loud trumpet, which our courage aids. 

We learn that found, as well as fenfe, perfuades* 

The Mufe’s friend, unto himfelf fevere. 

With filent pity looks on all that err : 

But where a bra\e, a public adion fhines,. 

That he rewards with his immortal lines. 

Whether it be m council or in fight. 

His country's honour is his chief delight r 
Piaife of great ads he fcatters as a feed. 

Which may the like in coining ages breed* 

Here taught the fate of verfes (always prh’dJ 
With admiration, or as much defpis’d) 

Men will -be lefs indulgent to their faults ; 

And patience have to cultivate their thoughts. 

Poets lofe half the praife they Ihould have got,. 

Could it be known what they difcreetly blot : 

Finding new words, that to the ravifh'd ear 
May like the language of the Gods appear : 

Such, as of old, wife bards employ’d, to make 
Unpoliih’d men their wild retreats forfalie : 

Law-giv ing 
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Law-giving Heroes, fam’d for taming brutes. 

And raifing cities with their charming lutes. 

For rudeft minds with harmony were caught. 

And civil life was by the Mufes taught. 

So, wandering bees would penlh in the air. 

Did not a found, proportion’d to their ear, 

Appeafe their lage, invite them to the hive. 

Unite their force, and teach them how to thrive t 
To rob the flowers, and to forbear the fpoil ; 

Preferv’d in winter by their fummer’s toil : 

They give us food, which may with nedar vie. 

And wax, that does the abfent fun fupply. 

AD COMITEM MONUMETENSEM 

DE BENTIVOGLIO SUO, 

F LORI BUS Angligenis non hanc tibi nefto co* 
rollain. 

Cum falls indigenis te probet ipfe liber : 

Per me Roma fciet tibi fe debere, quod Anglo 
Romanus didicit cultius ore loqui. 

Ultima qu2j tellus Aquilas duce Crefare vidit. 

Candida Romulidum te duce fcripta videt. 

Confilio ut quondam Patriam nil juveris eflo ! 

Sed Audio cives ingenloque juvas. 

Namque dolls liber hic inflruiAtis, & arte Batara, 

A Belga nobis ut caveamus, ait. 

Horrexnus per te civilis dira furoris 
Vulnera ; difcordes Flandria quafla lionet* 


Hic 
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Hie difeat miles pugnare, orare fenator; 

Qui regnant, lent feeptra tenere manu, 

Madte, Comes I virtute nova, veftri oidinis ingens 
Ornamentum, asvi deliciceque tui I 
Dum llertunt alii fomno vinoque fepulti, 

Nobilis antique flemmate digna facis. 

TO MR. KILLEGREW, 

UPON HIS ALTERING HIS PLAY PANDORA, 
FROM A TRAGEDY INTO A COMEDY, BECAUSE 
NOT APPROVED ON THE STAGE. 

S I R, you Hiould rather teach our age the %vay 

Of judging well, than thus have chang’d your Play; 
y ou had oblig’d us by employing wit. 

Not to refoim Pandora, but the Pit, 

For, as the nightingale, without the throng 
Of other biids, alone attends her fong : 

While the loud daw, his throat diiplaying, draws 
The whole aifembly of his fellow daws : 

So muft the writer, vhofe piodudions jfhould 
Take with the vulgar, be of vulgar mould : 

Whilft nobler fancies make a flight too high 
For common view, and leifen as they fly. 


Von, XVI. 
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ON THE DUKE OF MONMOUTH*S EXPEDITION INTO 
SCOTLAND, IN THE SUMMER SOLSTICE, 

S WIFT as Jove’s meflenger (* the tvinged god) 
With fword as potent as his chaimmg rod. 

He flew to execute the King’s command : 

And, in a moment, reach’d that northern land ; 
Where day, contending with appioacHng n^ght, 
Affifts the Hero with continued light. 

On foes furpriz’d, and by no night conceal’d. 

He might have rufli’d , but noble pity held 
His hand a while, and to their choice gave fpace, 
Which they would prove, his valour or his grace. 
This not wtII heard, his cannon louder fpoke, 

And then, like lightning, through that cloud he broke. 
His fame, his condud, and that martial look. 

The guilty Scots with fucli a terror flrook ; 
lhat to his courage they rcfign the field. 

Who to his bounty had refus’d to yield. 

Glad that fo little lo} al blood it cofi. 

He grieves fo many Britons fhould be lofl: : 

Taking more pains, when he beheld them yield. 

To fave the flyers, than to win the field ; 

And at the Court his intereft does employ 
That none, who Tcap’d his fatal fword, fhould die. 
And now, thefe ralh bold men their error find-^ 

3SIot trailing one, beyond his proirife kind ; 

* Mercury, 

One! 
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One ! whofe great mind, fo bountiful and brave. 

Had learned the art to conquer and to fave. 

In vulgar brcafts no royal virtues dwell ; 

Such deeds as thefe his high extradion tell : 

And give a fecret joy to * him that reigns, 

To fee his blood triumph in Monmouth's veins : 

To fee a leader, whom he got and chofe, 

Firm to his friends^ and fatal to his foes. 

But feeing envy, like the fun, does beat 
With fcorching rays, on all that 's high and great : 
This, ill-requited Monmouth ! is the bough 
The Mufes fend, to fhade thy conquering blow. 
Lampoons, like fquibs, may make a piefent blaze; 

But time and thunder pay refpeCl to bays. 

Achilles' arms dazzle our prefeat view ; 

Kept by the Mufe as radunt, and as new. 

As fiom the forge of Vulcan firlt they came i "j 
Thoufands of years are pad, and they the fame, t 
Such care fhe takes to pay defert with fame ! j 

Than which, no Monarch, for his crown's defence,. 
Knows how to give a nobler recompence. 


♦ K-ing Charles U* 
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I So 

TO A FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR, 

A PERSON OF HONOUR, 

Who lately wiit a jeligions book, intituled, Hiftorical 
Applications, and Occaflonal Meditations upon 
jfeveial fubje^ls,” 

T> O L D is the man that dares engage 
For piety, in fuch an age I 
Who can prefume to find a guard 
From fcorn, when Heaven’s fo little ipar’d ? 

Di' ines are pardon’d ; they defend 
Altars on which their lives depend : 

But the prophane impatient are, 

When nobler pens make this their care : 

For why fhould thefe let in a beam 
Of divine light to trouble them ; 

And call in doubt their pleafing thought. 

That none believes what we arc tau(iht ? 

High birth and fortune warrant give 
That fuch men write what tliey believe : 

And, feeling firft what they indite. 

New credit give to antient light. 

AmongH thefe few, our author brings 
His wdi-known pedigree from Kings. 

This book, the image of his mind. 

Will make his name not hard to find : 

I wifh the throng of Great and Good 
Made it lefi» eafily underftoodi 


T O 
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TO A PERSON OF HONOUR, 

UPON HIS INCOMPARABLE> INCOMPREHENSIBLE 
PO^M, INTITLED THE BRITISH PRINCES. 

S I R ! you’ve oblig’d the Britilb natioa more^ 

Than all their Bards could ever do before ; 

And, at your own charge, monuments as hard 
As brafs or marble, to your fame have reai’d. 

For, as all warlike nations take delight 
To hear how their brave anceftors could fight ; 

You have advanc’d to wonder their renown. 

And no lefs virtuoufly improv’d your own : 

That ’twill be doubtful, whether you do wrlte^ 

Or they have a61ed, at a nobler height. 

You, of your antient Princes, hate retriev’d 
More than the ages knew in which they Jiv’d : 
Explain’d their cuftoms and their rights anew. 

Better than all their Druids ever knew : 

Unriddled thofe daik oracles, as well 
As thofe that made them, could themfelves foretell- 
For, as the Britons long have hop’d in vain, 

Arthur would come to govern tliem again : 

You have fulfill’d that prophecy alone. 

And in your Poem plac’d him on his throne. 

Such magic power has your prodigious pen. 

To raife the dead, and give new life to men t 
Make rival Princes meet in arms and love,. 

Whom diftant ages did fo far remove.. 

N 3 


For. 
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For, as eternity has neither paff: 

Nor future, authors fay, nor firfl: nor kft; 

Bat is aii inftant ; yonr eternal Mufe 
All ages can to any one reduce. 

Then why fhould you, whofe miracles of art 
Can life at pleafute to the dead impait. 

Trouble in vain your better-buiied head, 

T' obferve what times they liv’d in, or were dead? 
For, fince you have fuch arbitrary power. 

It were defefl in judgment to go lower; 

Or ftoop to things fo pitfully lewd. 

As ufe to take the vulgar latitude* 

For no man’s fit to read what you have writ. 

That holds not fome proportion with your wit. 

As light ean no way but by light appear, • 

He mufi: bring fenfe, that underllands it here. 

TO MR. CREECH, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 

W HAT all men wifh’d, though few could hope 
to fee, 

V7e are now blefb with, and oblig’d by thee. 

Thou ! from the antient learned Latin fiore, 

Giv’fi: us one author, and we hope for more. 

May they enjoy thy thoughts! — Let not the Stage 
The idlefi: moment of thy hours engage. 

Each year that place fome wondrous monfter breeds, , 
And the Wits’ garden is o’er»mn with weeds. 

There Farce is Comedy; bombafi: call’d firong; 

Soft words, with nothing in them, make a fong, 

’Tis 
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^Tls hard to fay they fleal them now-a-days ; 

For fure the antients never wrote fuch plays. 

Thefe fcnbbling infecis have what they defervc. 

Not plenty, nor the glory for to ftarve. 

That Spenfer knew, that TaiTo felt before ; 

And Death found furly Ben exceeding poor. 

Heaven turn the omen from their image here I 
May he with joy the w^ell-plac’d laurel wear I 
Great Virgifs happier fortune may he find. 

And be our Ca^far, like Augufius, kind ! 

But let not this difiurb thy tuneful head ; 

Thou writ'fi: for thy delight, and not for bread : 

Thou ait not curft to vrite thy verfc with care 5 
But art above what other poets feai. 

What may e not expe(fl from fuch a hand. 

That has, with books, himfelf at fiec command ^ 
Thou know’fi: in youth, what age has fought in vain ; 
And biinghl forth fons without a mothei's pain. 

So eafy is thy fenfe, thy verfe fo fweet. 

Thy v/ords fo propei, and thy phrafe fo fit ; 

We read, and read again . and Hill admire [fire ! 
Whence came this youth, and whence this w ondrous 
Faidon this rapture. Sir I But who can be 
Cold and unmov'd, yet have his thoughts on thee ? 
Thy goodnefs may my feveral faults forgive, 

And by your help thefe wi etched lines may iue. 

But if, when view’d by your feverer fight. 

They feem unworthy to behold the light ; 

Let them with fpeed in deferv’d flames be thrown I 1 
They ’ll fend no fighs, nor murmur out a groan; J- 
But, dying filentlv, your jufiice own* J 

' ' N4 THE 
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THE TRIPLE COMBAT. 

W HEN through the world fair Mazarine had 
Bright as her fellow-traveller, the fun ; 
Hither at length the Roman eagle flies. 

As the lafl: triumph of her conquering eyes. 

As heir to julms, fhe may pretend 
A fecond time to make this ifland bend. 

P>ut Portfmouth, fpringing from the antient race 
Of Britons, which the Saxon here did chafe ; 

As they great Caefar did oppofe, makes head. 
And does againfl: this new invader lead. 

That goodly Nymph, the taller of the two, 
Carelefs and feailcfs to the field does go. 
Becoming bluihes on the other wait. 

And her young look excufes want of height. 
Beauty gives courage ; for, fhe knows, the day 
Mull not be won the Amazonian way. 

Legions of Cupids to the battle come, 

For Little Britain thefe, and thofe for Rome.. 
Lrefs’d to advantage, this illuflrious pair 
Arriv'd, for combat in the lift appear. 

What may the Fates defign I for never yet 
From diftant regions two fuch beauties met.. 
Venus had been an equal friend to both. 

And Victory to declare herfelf feems loth : 

Over the camp with doubtful wings fhe flies ; 

Till Chloris fhining in the Held fhe fpies. 

The lovely Chloris well-attended came; 

A thoufand Graces waited on the dame ; 


Her 
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Her matcHefs form made all the Englifli glad,^ 

And foreign beauties lefs aiTurance had. 

Yet, like the three on Ida's top, they all 
Pretend alike, contefting for the ball. 

Which to determine. Love himfelf declin'd. 

Left the negleded fliould become lefs kind. 

Such killing looks I fo thick the arrows fly ! 

That 'tis unfafe to be a ftander-by. 

Poets, approaching to defcribe the fight. 

Are by their wounds inftru<fted how to write. 

They with lefs hazard might look on, and draw 
The ruder combats in Alfatia : 

And, with that foil of violence and rage, 
bet off the fplendor of our golden age : 

Where Love gives law. Beauty the fcepter fways 
And, uncompeird, the happy world obeys. 

OF AN ELEGY MADE BY MRS. W H A R T O It 
ON THE EARL OF ROCHESTER. 

T hus moum the Mufes I on the hearfe 
Not ftrowing tears, but lafting verfe j 
Which fo preferves the Hero's name,. 

They make him live again m fame. 

Chloris, in lines fo like his own,. 

Gives him fo juft and high renown ; 

That Ihe tli' affiaed world relieves,. 

And (hews that ftill in her he lives., 

Her wit as graceful, great, and good r 
Ally'd in genius, as in blood. 

His 
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His lofs fupply’d, now all our feazs 
Are, that the Nymph Hioulcl melt in tears. 

Then, fairell Chloris I coznfort take, 

For his, your own, and for our fake ; 

Left his fair foul, that li\es in you. 

Should from the world for ever go. 

TO CHLORIS. 

C HLORIS! what ’s eminent we know, 

Muft for fome caiife be valued fo ; 

Things without ufe, though they be good. 

Are not by us fo underftood. 

The early rofe, made to difplay 
Her blulhes to the youthful May, 

Doth yield her fweets, fmee he is fair. 

And courts her with a gentle air. 

Our, ftars do fhew their excellence. 

Not by their light, but influence : 

When brighter comets, fmee ftill knowm, 

Fatal to all, are lik’d by none. 

So, your admired beauty ftill 
Is, by efFe(fts, made good or ilL 

UPON OUR LATE LOSS OF THE DUKE OF 
CAMBRIDGE. 

H E failing bloftbms which a young plant bears. 
Engage our hope for the fucceeding years : 

And hope is all which art or nature brings. 

At the firft trial, to accomplifh things. 


Mankind 
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Mankind was firft created an cffay ; 

That ruder draught the Deluge walk’d away. 

How many ages pafs’d, what blood and toil. 

Before \^e made one Kingdom of this Me I 
How long in vain had nature flriv*d to frame 
A pcifed'l princefs, ere hei Highnefs came? 

For joys fo great we muH with patience wait, 

’Tis the fet price* of happinefs compleat. 

As a firft-fxuit. Heaven claim’d that lovely boy : 

The next fhall live, and be the nation’s joy. 


INSTRUCTIONS to a PAINTER, 
Foi the Di awing of the Poftuie, and Piogrefs, of his 
Majesty’s Foices at Sea, undei the Command of his 
Kighness-Royal ; Together with the Battle, and 
Viflory, obtained over the Dutch, June 3, 1665. 

F irst draw the fea; that portion, which between 
The gicater world, and this of ours, is feen : 
Here place the Britilh, there the Holland fleet, 

Vail floating armies 1 both prepar’d to meet. 

Draw the whole world, expelling who fhould reign. 
After this combat, o’er the conquer’d Main. 

Make Heaven concern’d, and an unufual flar 
Declare th’ importance of th' approaching war. 

Make the fea fliine with gallantry, and all 
The Engiifh youth flock to their Admiral, 

The valiant Duke 1 whofe early deeds abroad. 

Such laM in fight, and art in condud fhow’d. 
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His bright fword now a clearer interefi: draws. 

His Brother's glory, and his country's caufe. 

Let thy, bold pencil, hope and courage Ipread 
Through the whole navy, by that Hero led ; 

Make all appear, where fuch a prince is by, 

Refolv'd to conquer, or refolv^d to die* 

With his exlradion, and his glorious mind. 

Make the pioud fails fwell, more than with the wind: 
Preventing cannon, make his louder fame 
Check the Batavians, and their fury tame* 

So hungry wolves, though greedy of their prey. 
Stop, when they find a lion in their way. 

Make him beftride the ocean, and Mankind 
Aflc his confent to ufe the fea and wind ; 

While his tall fhips in the barr'd Channel Hand, 

He giafps the Indies in his armed hand. 

Paint an eafl-wind, and make it blow away 
Th’ excufe of Holland for their navy's fiay : 

Make them look pale, and, the bold Prince to fhun. 
Through the cold north, and rocky regions run. 

To find the coafi: w*here morning firil: appears. 

By the dark Pole the wary Belgian fieers ; 

Confeffing now, he dreads tie Englilh more 
Than all the dangers of a frozen Ihore ; 

While from our arms, fecurity to find. 

They fiy fo far, they leave the day behind. 

Defcribe their fleet abandoning the fea. 

And all their merchants left a wealthy prey ; 

Our firft fuccefs in war make Bacchus crown. 

And half the vintage of the year our own. 

The 
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The Dutch their wine and all theii brandy lofe ; 
Difarm'd of that, from which their courage grows : 
While the glad Englifh, to relieve their toil. 

In Healths to their great leader dimk the fpoil. 

His high commands to Afric’s coaft extend. 

And make the Moois before the Enghfh bend ; 

Thofe barbarous pirates willingly receive 
Conditions, fuch as we are pleas'd to give, 

Defeited by the Dutch, let nations know. 

We can our own and their great bulinefs do : 

Falfe friends chaftife, and common foes reftrain. 
Which, wmrfe than tempers, did infeft the Main. 
Within thofe Streights, make Holland's Smyrna fleet 
With a fmali fquadron of the Englilh meet ; 

Like falcons thefe, thofe like a numerous flock 
Of fowl, wdiich fcatter lo avoid the fhock. 

There paint confufion in a various lhape. 

Some fink, fome yield, and flying fome efcape. 
Europe and Africa, from either Ihore, 

Spedators are, and hear our cannon roar : 

While the divided world in this agree. 

Men that fight fo, deferve to rule the fea. 

But, nearer home, thy pencil ufe once more. 

And place our navy by the Holland ihore; 

The world they compafs'd while they fought with Spain ; 
But here already they refign the Main : 

Thofe greedy mariners, out of whofe way 
DifFufive nature could no region lay. 

At home, preferv'd from rocks and tempefls. He; 
Compeii'd, like others in their beds to die. 
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Their fingle tov, ns tli' Iberian armies preft ; 

We all their Pro\ inces at once Inveft ; 

And in a month luin their tiaSJc more. 

Than that long war could in an age before. 

But who can alwa} s on the billows lie ? 

The watery wildcrnefs yields no fupply. 

Spreading our fails, to Harwich we icfort. 

And meet the Beauties of the Britilh court* 

Th' illiiftrious Diichefs, and her glorious train, 
{Like Thetis with her nymphs) adorn the Main. 

The gazing Sea-Gcds, fincc the * Faphlan Queen 
Sprung from among them, no fuch fight had feen. 
Charm'd with the graces of a troop fo fair, 

Tiiofe deatlilefs Powers for us tliemfelves declare : 
Refoiv'd the aid of Neptune's Court to bring ; 

And help the nation where fuch Beauties fjpring ; 
The foldier here his wailed flore fupplies. 

And takes new valour fiom the Ladies' eyes. 

Mean-w hile, like bees when flormy winter 's gone. 
The Dutch (as if the fea were all their own) 

Defert their ports ; and, falling m their way, 

Our Hamburgh merchants aie become their prey. 
Thus fiourifh they, before th' approaching fight ; 

As dying tapers give a blazing light. 

To check their pride, our fleet half viduaPd goes: 
Enough to ferve us till we reach our foes. 

Who now appear fo numerous and bold. 

The adion worthy of our arms we hold. 


Venus. 


A greater 
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A greater force than that which here we find. 

Ne'er piefs’d the ocean, nor employ'd the wind. 
Reftrain'd a-while by the unwelcome night. 

Til' impatient Englilh fcarce attend the light. 

But now the morning [heaven feverely clear I) 

To the fierce woik indulgent does appear : 

And Phoebus lifts above the waves his light. 

That he might fee, and thus record, the fight. 

As when loud winds fioin different quarters rufh^ 
Vad clouds encountering one another crufh : 

V/ith fwellmg fails, fo from their feveral coafts, 

J oin the Batavian and the Britiih hofts. 

For a lefs prize, with lefs concern and rage. 

The Roman fleets at Adlium did engage : 

They, for the empire of the world they knew ; 

Tiiefe, for the old contend, and for the new. 

At the firfi: fliock, with blood and powder flain'd. 

Nor heaven nor fea their former face retain'd : 

Fuiy and art produce effeds fo flrange. 

They trouble nature, and her vifage change. 

Where burning fhips the banifh'd fun fupply. 

And no light fhines, but that by which men die ; 
There Yoik appears ; fo prodigal is he 
Of royal blood, as antient as the fea I 
Which down to him, fo many ages told. 

Has through the veins of mighty Monarchs rolfd I 
The great Achilles march'd not to the field. 

Till Vulcan that impenetrable fhield 

And arms had wrought : yet there no bullets flew ; 

But fhafts, and darts, which the weak Phrygians thicu-. 

Oar 
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Cur bolder Hero on the deck does fland 
Expos’d, the bulwark of his native land ; 
Defenfive arms laid by as iifelefs here. 

Where mafly balls the neighbouring rocks do tear. 
Some Power unfeen thofe Princes does proted. 
Who for their country thus themfelves negle<ff. 

Againft him firft Opdam his fquadron leads^ 
Proud of his late fuccefs againft the Swedes : 
Made by that adion, and his high command. 
Worthy to perifh by a Prince’s hand. 

The tall Batavian in a vaft fhip rides. 

Bearing an army in her hollow fides : 

Yet, not inclin’d the Englilh fhip to board. 

More on his guns relies, than on his fword ; 

From whence a fatal volley we receiv’d. 

It mifb’d the Duke, but his great heart it griev’d : 

Three worthy perfons from his fide it tore. 

And dy’d his garment with their fcalter’d gore. 
Happy * to whom this glorious death arrives; 
More to be valued than a thoufand lives ! 

On fach a theatre as this to die ; 

For fuch a caufe, and fuch a witnefs by ! 

Who would not thus a facrifice be made. 

To have his blood on fuch an altar laid ? 

I’he reft about him ftrook with horror ftood. 

To fee their Leader cover’d o’er with blood : 

So trembled Jacob, when he thought the ftains 
Of his fon’b coat had ifiued from his veins. 

* Earl of Falmouth, Lord Mulkerry, and Mr* Boyle* 


He 
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He feels no wound, but in his troubled thought; 
Before for honour, now revenge, he fought : 

His friends in pieces torn (the bitter news 

Not brought by Fame) with his own eyes he views. 

His mind at once refleding on their ) outh, 

Their worth, their love, their valour, and their truth : 
The joys of Court, their mothers, and their v ives. 

To follow him, abandon’d — and their lives ! 

He florms, and fhoots : but flying bullets now. 

To execute his rage, appear too flow • 

They mifs, or fweep but common fouls away ; 

For fucli a lofs, Opdam his life muft pay. 

Encouraging his men, he gives the word. 

With fierce intent that hated fhip to board ; 

And make the guilty Dutch, wdth his own arm. 

Wait on his friends, while yet their blood is w arm. 

His winged veffel like an eagle fhows. 

When through the clouds to trufs a fwan flie goes , 

The Belgian fhip unmov’d, like fome huge rock 
Inhabiting the fea, expeds the fhock. 

From both the fleets men’s eyes are bent this way, 
Negleding all the bufinefs of the day : 

Bullets their flight, and guns tlieir noife fufpend ; 

The filent ocean does th’ event attend , 

Which Leader fhall the doubtful \ idory bleE, 

And give an earnefl: of the war’s fuccefs : 

When Heaven itfelf, for England to declare. 

Turns fliip, and men, and tackle into tiir. 


Tol. XVL 
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Their new commander from his charge is toftj, 
Which that young Prince had fo unjuftly 
Whole great progenitors, with better fate. 

And better condud, fway’d their infant-date. 

His flight towards heaven th' afpiring Belgian took ; 
But fell, like Phaeton, with thunder drook : 

PTom vafter hopes than his, he feem'd to fall, 

Tlut dunl attempt the Britifh Admiral ; 

Phom her broadfides a ruder flame is thrown. 

Than from the fiery chariot of the fun : 

That, bears the radiant enfign of the day ; 

And file, the flag that governs in the fea. 

The Duke {jili-pleas’d that fire fhould thus preient 
The work, which for his brighter fword he meant) 
Anger dill burning in his valiant bread, 

G ocs to complete revenge upon the red. 

So, on the guardlefs herd, their keeper llain,, 
Rufhes a t\ger in the Libyan plain. 

'The Dutcb, acciidom’d to the raging fca. 

And in black dorms the frowns of heaven to fee, 
Neici met temped which more urg’d their feais. 
Than that which in the Prince’s look appears. 
Fierce, goodly, young ! Mars he refembles, wliej> 
Jove fends him down to fcourge perfidious men : 
Such as with foul ingratitude have paid. 

Both thofe that led, andf thofc that gave them aid. 
Where he gives on, difpofing of their fates. 

Terror, and death, on his loud cannon waits i 


Prince of Orange. 


With 
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With which he pleadii his Brother’s caufc fo well. 

He {hakes the throne to which he does appeal. 

The fea with fpoils his angry bullets ftrov^. 

Widows and orphans making as they go : 

Before his fhip, fragments of velTels torn. 

Flags, arms, and Belgian carcafes, are borne : 

And his defpairing foes, to flight inclin’d. 

Spread all their canvas to invite the wind. 

So th6 rade Boreas, where he lifts to blow. 

Makes clouds above, and billows fly below. 

Beating the Ihore ; and with a boifterous rage. 

Does heaven at once, and earth, and fea, engage. 

The Dutch, elfewhere, did through the watery field 
Perform enough to have made others yield ; 

But Englifii courage, growing as they fight. 

In danger, noife, and daughter takes delight ; 

Their bloody talk, unweary ’d ftill, they ply,, 

Only reftram’d by death or victory. 

Iron and lead," from earth’s dark entrails torn. 

Like fhowers of hail, from either fide are borne : 

So high the rage of wretched mortals goes. 

Hurling their mother’s bowels at their foesi 
Ingenious to their ruin, every age 
Improves the arts and inftruments of rage : 

Death'll aftening ills nature enough has fat. 

And yet men ftill a thoufand more invent I 
But Bacchus now, w'hich led the Belgians on 
So fierce at firft, to favour us begun : 

Brandy and wine (their wonted friends) at length 
Eeider them ufelefs, and £!etray their ftrength. 

O z So 
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So com in fields, and in the garden flowers. 

Revive, and raife themfelves, with moderate fiiowers: 
But, over-cbarg*d with never-ceafing rain. 

Become too moifl:, and bend their heads again. 

Their iceling fiiips on one another fall. 

Without a foe, enough to ruin all. 

Of this diforder, and the favouring wind. 

The watchful Englifii fuch advantage find ; 

Ships fi aught with fire among the heap they throw. 
And up the fo-intangled Belgians blow. 

The flame invades the powder-rooms ; and then 
Their guns flioot bullets, and their veflels men. 

The fcorch’d Batavians on the billows float,* 

Sent from their own, to pafs in Charon’s, boat. 

And now our Royal Admiral fuccefs 
(With all the marks of vidory) does blefs : 

The burning (hips, the taken, and the flain. 

Proclaim his triumph o’er the conquer’d Main. 

Nearer to Holland as their hafty flight 
Carries the noife and tumult of the fight ; 

His cannons’ loar, forerunner of his fame. 

Makes their Hague tremble, and their Amflerdam ; 
The Britifii thunder does their houfes rock. 

And the Duke feems at every door to knock. 

His dreadful Streamer (like a comet’s hair. 
Threatening deftrudtion) haftens their defpair : 

Makes them deplore their fcatter’d fleet as lofl ; 

And fear our prefent landing on their coafl. 

The trembling Dutch th’ approaching Prince behold, 
As fhcep a Jion,, leaping tow’rds their fold ; 


Thofe 
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Thofe piles, which ferve them to repel the Main, 

They think too weak his fury to reftrain. 

What wonders may not Englifli valour work. 

Led by th' example of vi(fi:onous York ? 

“ Or, what defence againft him can they make. 

Who, at fuch diHance, does their country lhake? 
His fatal hand their bulwarks will overthrow j 
And let in both the ocean and the foe,” 

Thus cry the people : — and, their land to keep, 

Allow our title to command the Deep ; 

Blaming their States’ ill condud, to provoke 
Thbfe arras, which freed them from the Spanifh yoke» 
Painter 1 excufe me, if I have a-wdiile 
Forgot thy art, and us’d another ftyle : 

For, though you draw arm’d Heroes as they lit ; 

The talk in battle does the Mufes fit : 

They, in the dark confufion of a fight, 

Difcover all ; infirud us how to write ; 

And light and honour to brave adions yield ; 

Hid in the fmoke and tumult of the field. 

Ages to come fiiall know that Leader’s toil. 

And his great name, on \\ hom the Mufes fmile : 

Their didates here let thy fam’d pencil trace 5 
And this relation with thy colours grace. 

Then draw the Parliaraentj^ the Nobles met ; 

And our * Great Monarch high above them fet ; 

Like young Augufius let his image he. 

Triumphing fox that vidory at fea ; 


♦ Ki;)g Charles II» 
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Where * Egypt’s Queen, and Eaftern Kings, overthrown; 
Made the pofTelTion of the world his own. 

Laft dra\vk>the Commons at his royal feet. 

Pouring out treafure to fupply his fleet : 

They vow with lives and fortune to maintain 
Their King’s eternal title to the Main : 

And, with a prefent to the Duke, approve 
His valour, condud, and his country's love. 

TO THE dKING. 

G reat Slrl dirdain not in this piece to fland. 
Supreme commander both of fea and land : 
Thofe which inhabit the ccleftial bower. 

Painters expiefs with emblems of their power 5 
His club Alcides, Pheebus has his bow, 

Jove has his thunder, and your navy You. 

But your great providence no colours here 
Can reprefent ; nor pencil draw that care. 

Which keeps you waking, to fecure our peace. 

The nation's glory, and our trade's increafe : 

You, for thefe ends, whole days in council fit; 

And the diverfions of your youth forget. 

Small weie the worth of valour and of force. 

If your high wifdom govern'd not dieir courfe ; 

Yon as the foul, as the Firfl Mover, you 
Vigour and life on every part beftow : 

How to build fhips, and dreadful ordnance call, 
Inftrudl the artills ; and reward their hafte. 

+ King Charles II. 

•So, 


* Cleopatra,' 
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So, Jove Iiimfelf, when Typhon heaven does brave, 
Defcends to vifit Vulcan's fmoky cave : 

Teaching the brawny Cyclops how to ftame 
His thunder, mix'd with terror, wrath, and flame. 
Had the old Greeks difcover'd your abode, 

Crete had not been the cradle of their God : 

On that fmall ifland they had look’d with fcorn ; 

And in Great Britain thought the Thunderer born. 

A PRESAGE OF THE RUIH OP THE TURKIS.T 
EMPIRE : 

PRESENTED TO HIS MAJESTY KING JAMES lU 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

S INCE James the Second grac’d the Britifh throne. 
Truce, welhobferv’d, has been infring’d by none : 
Chriftians to him their prefent union owe. 

And late fuccefs againft the common foe : 

While neighbouring princes, loth to urge their fate^,. 
Court his affiftance, and fufpend their hate* 

So angry bulls the combat do forbear. 

When from the wood a lion does appear. 

This happy day peace to our Ifland fent ; 

As now'- he gives it to the Continent. 

A Prince more fit for fuch a glorious talk* 

Than England’s King, from Heaven wc cannot afk : 

He (great and good 1) proportion’d to the work, 

• Their ill-drawn fwords ihall turn againft the Turk. 

Such Kings, like ftars with influence unconfin’d, 

Sldne WTth afped propitious to mankind ; 

O 4 Favour 
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Favour the innocent, reprefs the bold 5 
And, while they Eourilh, make an age of gold. 

Bred in the camp, fam’d for his valour young ; 

At fea fuccefsful, vigorous, and ftrong; 

His fleet, ins army, and his mighty mind, 

Efleem and reverence through the world do And. 

A Prince, with fuch advantages as thefe. 

Where he perfuades not, may command a peace. 
Britain declaring for the jufter flde. 

The mofl ambitious will forget their pride : 

They that complain will their endeavours ceafe, 
Advis’d by him, inclin’d to prefent peace 
Join to the Turk’s deftrudtion and then bring 
All their pretences to fo juft a King. 

If the fuccefsful troublers of mankin 

With laurel crown’d,, fo great applaufe do find; 

Shall the vex’d woild lefs honour yield to thofe 
That ftop their progrefs, and their rage oppofe h 
Next to that power which does the ocean awe. 

Is, to fet bounds, and give ambition law. 

The Britifh Monarch fhall the glory have. 

That famous Greece remains no longer Have ; 

That fource of art, and cultivated thought ! 

Which they to Rome, and Romans hither, brought.. 

The baniih’d Mufes fhall no longer mourn ; 

But may with Liberty to Greece return : 

Though flaves (like birds that ftng not in a cage) 

They loft their genius and poetic rage ; 

Homers again, and Pindars, may be found 
And his great actions with their numbers crown’d. 

The 
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The Tuik’s vaft empire does united ftand t 
Chriftians, divided under the command 
Of jarring princes, would be foon undone. 

Did not this Hero make their intereft one : 

Peace to embrace, ruin the common foe. 

Exalt the Crofs, and la 7 the Crefcent low. 

Thus may the Gofpel to the riling fun 
Be-fpread, and flourifh where it firft begun : 

And this great day (fo judly honour’d here I) 

Known to the eaft, and celebrated there. 

Hasc ego longasvus cecini tibi, maxime regum I 
Aufus & ipfe manu juvenum tentare laborem/' 

ViRG* 


TO THE DUCHESS, 

WHEN HE PRESENTED THIS BOOK TO HER ROYAi; 
HIGHNESS# 

11 yTA DAM ! I here prefent you with the rage, 
-IVx beauties of a former age : 

Wifhing you may with as great pleafure view 
This, as take in gazing upon you# 

Thus we writ then : your brighter ^es infpirc 
A nobler flame, and raife our genius higher# 

While we your wit and early knowledge fear. 

To our produdions we become fevere : 

Your matchlefs beauty gives our fancy wing 
Your judgment makes us careful how we ling# 

Line 
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Lines not^campos'd, as heretofore, in haftcj, 

Polilh’d like marble, lhall like marble laft : 

And make you through as many ages Ihine, 

As TalTo hag the Heroes of your line. 

Though other names our wary writers ufe. 

You are the fubjeft of the Britifh Mufe : 

Dilating mifchief to yourfelf unknown. 

Men write, and die, of wounds they dare not own. 
So the blight fun burns all our grafs away. 

While it means nothing but to give us day. 

THESE VERSES WERE WRIT IN THE TASSO OF HER 
ROYAL HIGHNESS. 

T asso knew how the fairer fex to grace 5 
But in no one durft all perfe<5i:ion place : 

In her alone that owns this book, is feen 
Olorinda's fpirit, and her lofty mien ; 

Sophronia^s piety, Erminia’s tiuth, 

Armida’s charms, her beauty, and her youth* 

Otir Princefs here, as in a glafs, does drefs 
Her well-taught mind , and every grace exprefs. 

More to our wonder than Rinaldo fought : 

The Hero’s race excels the Poet’s thought* 


O N 
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ON MRS, HIGGONS 

I NGENIOUS Higgons never fought 
To hide the candour of her thought ; 

And now her cloaths are loft, we find 
The nymph as naked as her mind * 

Like Eve while yet ftie was untaught 
To hide herfelf or know a fault. 

For a fiiatch'd ribbon ftie would frowua, 

But cares too little for her gown^ 

It makes her laugh, and all her grief 
Is left it fhould undo the thief. 

Already fhe begins to ftretch 
Her wit, to fave the guilty wretch; 

And fays, fhe was of goods bereft 
By lier own bounty, not by theft. 

She thought not fit to keep her cloaths 
Till they were eaten up with moths ; 

But naade a nobler ufe of ftore. 

To clothe the naked and the poor. 

^Should all that do approve the fair. 

Her lofb contribute to repair. 

Of ^London fhe would have the fate. 

And rife (undone) in greater ftate ; 

In points, and hoods, and Indian gown. 

As glorious as the new-built town. 
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IN SIX CANTOS. 


Floriferls ut apes in faltibus orani-a §ibant; 

Sic nos Scripturze depafcimur aurea di<R:a , 

«« Aureal perpetui femper digniffima vita! 

Nam Divinus Amcr cum caspit vociferari, 
DifFugiunt animi terroxes, * Luc ret. Lib. iiu 

^ Exul eram, requiefque mihi, non fama, petita efl:. 
Mens intenta fuis ne foret ufque malis : ^ * 
Namque ubi mota calent facra mea pedora Mus^, 
Akior liumano fpintus ille malo ek."'’ 

Ovid. deTrifb Lib, iv. EL 
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L AfTerting tlie authority of the Scripture^, in which 
this Love is revealed. 

IL The preference and Love of God to man in the 
Creation* 

III. The fame Love more amply declared in our Re* 
demption. 

IV. How neceffary this Love is to reform mankind, 
and how excellent in itfelf. 

V. Shewing how happy the world would be, if this 
Love were univerfally embraced. 

VL Of preferving this Love in our memory ; and how 
ufeful the contemplation thereof is. 
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CANTO 1. 

T he Grecian Mufe has all their Gods furviv^d» 
Nor Jove at us, nor Phoebus, is arriv’d : 

Frail Deities ! which firft the Poets made,. 

And then invok’d, to give their fancies aid* 

Yet, if they fdll divert us with their rage. 

What may be hop’d for in a better age ; 

When, not from Helicon’s imagin’d fpring. 

But Sacred Writ, we borrow what we fmg f 
This with the fabric of the world begun ; 

Elder than light, and lhall out-laft the fun* 

Before this oracle, like Dagon, all 

The falfe pretenders, Delphos, Ammon, fall : 

Long lince defpis’d and filent, they afford 
Honour and triumph to th’ eternal Word. 

As late philofophy our globe has grac’d. 

And rolling earth among the planets plac’d : 

So has this Book entitled us to heaven 5 
And rules, to guide us to that manfion, given? 

Tells the conditions how our peace was made ; 

And is our pledge for the Great Author’s aid. 

His power 111 nature’s ample book we find ; 

But the lefs volume does exprefs his mmd. 

This light unknown, bold Epicurus taught. 

That bis blefi: Gods vouchfafe us not a thought: 

But unconcern’d let all below them flide. 

As fortune does, or human wifdom, guide. 
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Religion thus remov'd, the facred yoke, 

And band of all focietj, is broke : 

What ufe of oaths, of promife, or of tell. 

Where men regard no God, but intereft ? 

What endlefs war would jealous nations tear, 

If none above did witnefs what they fwear I 
Sad fate of unbelievers, and yet juft. 

Among themfelves to find fo little trufi: ! 

Were Scripture filent, nature would proclaim. 
Without a God, our falfehood and our fhame- 
To know our thoughts the objeifl of his eyes. 

Is the firfl ftep tow'rds being good or wife : 

For though with judgment we on things refleft, 
Our Will determines, not our Intellect : 

Slaves to their paffion, Reafon men employ 
Only to compafs what they would enjoy. 

His fear, to guard us from ourfelves, we need ; 
And Sacred Writ our Reafon does exceed. 

For though Heaven fhews the gloiy of the Lord, 
Yet fomething fhines more glorious in his Word: 
His mercy this (which all his work excels ’) 

His tender kindnefs and compafiion tells : 

While we, inform'd by that celefiiai Book, 

Into the bowels of our Maker look. 

Love there reveal'd (which never fnall have end. 
Nor had beginning) fhall our fong commend : 
Defcnbe itfclf, and warm us with that flame. 
Which firft from heaven, to make us happy, came. 


CANTO 
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CANTO IL 

T H E fear of hell, or aimiog to be bleff , 

Savours too mycli of private iiitereft. 

This mov'd not Mofes, nor the zealous Paul ; 

Who for their friends abandon'd foul and all : 

A greater yet from heaven to hell defcends. 

To fave, and make his enemies his friends. 

What line of praife can fathom fuch a love. 

Which reach'd the loweft bottom from above ? 

The * Royal Prophet, that extended grace 
P'roni heaven to earth, meafur'd but half that lpace» 
The Law was regnant, and coniitfd his thought 5 
Hell v/as not conquer’d when tliat Poet wrote : 

Heaven was fcarce heard of, until He came down 
To make the region wheie love triumphs known* 

That early love of cicatures yet unmade. 

To frame the world tli’ Almighty did perfuadc ; 

For love it was that firft created light. 

Mov’d on the waters, chac’d away the night 
From the rude Chaos ; and bellow’d new grace 
On things difpos’d of to their proper place; 

Some, to reil here ; and fome, to fhine above : 

Eartb, fea, and heaven, were all th’ effeds of lore* 
And love would be return’d. But there w’^as none 
That to themfeh es or others yet w^ere known : 

The world a palace was, without a guell. 

Till one appears, that iniill excel the refi ; 

David, 
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One I like the Authoi, whofe capacious mind 
Might, by the glorious work, the Maker find : 
Might meafure heaven, and give each liar a name i 
With art and courage the rough ocean tame ; 

Over the globe with fv/elling fails might go. 

And that ’tis round by his experience know : 

Make fliongell: beails obedient to his v/ill. 

And ferve his ufe the fertile earth to till. 

When, by his Word, God had accomplifh'd all, 
Man to create he did a council call : 

Employ'd his hand, to give the dull: he took 
A graceful figure and majeftic look : 

With his own bieath, convey’d into his breaft 
Life, and a foul fit to command the refi* 

Worthy alone to celebrate his name 

For fuch a gift ; and tell from whence it came* 

Birds fing his praifes in a wilder note; 

But not with lafiing numbers, and with thought ; 

Man’s great prerogative 1 But above all 

His grace abounds in his new favourite’s fall* 

If he create, it is a world he makes ; 

If he be angry, the creation fhakes ; 

From his jull wrath our guilty parents fled ; 

He cuifl the earth, but bruis’d the fei pent’s head* 
Amidfi: the fiorm, his bounty did exceed. 

In the rich promife of the Virgin’s feed ; 

Though jufiice death, as fatisfadion, craves. 

Love finds a vvay to pluck us from our grai cs. 


CANTO 



OF DIVINE LOVE. 


Zii 


CANTO IIL 

N 0,T willing terror fliould his image move ; 

He gives a pattern of eternal love ; 

His Son' defcends, to tieat a peace with thofe 
Which were, and muft have ever been, his foes* 
Poor he became, and left his glorious feat. 

To make us humble, and to make us great : 

His bufmefs here was happinefs to give 
To thofe, whofe malice could not let him live* 
Legions of Angels, which he might have us'd, 
(For us refolv'd to perifh) he refus’d : 

While they flood ready to prevent his lofs. 

Love took him up, and nail’d him to the Crofs. 
Immortal love I which in his bowels reign’d. 

That we might be by fuch gieat love conllrain’d . 
To make return of lo^^e :• upon this Pole 
Our duty does, and our religion, roll. 

To love is to believe, to hope, to know ^ 

^Tis an ellay, a talle of heaven below ! 

He to proud potentates v/ouid not bfe known ; 
Of thofe that lov’d him, he was hid from nonci^ 
Till love appear, we live in anxious doubt ; 

But fraoke will vaniih when that £ame breaks out ; 
This is the hre that would confume our drofs, 
Kedne, and make us richer by the lofs. 

Could we forbear difpute, and pradife love, 
Wt fhoiild-agree^ as Angels do above. 

P a 
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Where love prefides, not vice alone does find 
No entrance there, but virtues ftay behind : 

Both faith and hope, and all the meaner train 
Of moral virtues, at the door remain. 

Love only enters as a native theie ; 

For, born in heaven, it does but fojourn here. 

He that alone would wife and mighty be. 
Commands that others lov? as well as he. 

Love as he loy’d ! — How can we foar fo high r— 
He can add wings, when he commands to fly. 

Nor Ihould we be with this command difmay’d ; 
He that examples gives, will give his aid ; 

For he took flefh, that, where his precepts fail. 

His pradice, as a pattern, may prevail. 

His love at once, and diead inftru^i: our thought j 
As Man he fuffer'd, and as God he taught. 

Will for the deed he takes ; we may with eafe 
Obedient be; for if we love, w^e pleafe. 

Weak though we are, to love is no hard talk. 

And love for love is all that Heaven does alk. 

Love ! that would all men juft and temperate make. 
Kind to themfelves, and others for his fake, 

^Tis with our minds as with a fertile ground ; 
Wanting this love, they mull with weeds abound, 
(Unruly palllons) whofe eifFeds.are worfe 
Than thorns and thiftles, fpringing from the curfe. 
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CANTO IV. 

T O glory man, or mifery, is born ; 

Of his proud foe the envy or the fcorn : 
Wretched he is, or happy, in extreme ; 

Bafe in himfelf, but great in Heaven’s efteem_ : 
With love, of all created things the bell : 

Without it, more pernicious than the reft* 

For greedy wolves unguarded Iheep devour 
But vvhile their hunger lafts, and then give o’er; 
Man’s boundlefs avarice his want exceeds. 

And on his neighbours round about him feeds. 

His pride and vain ambition are fo vail. 

That, deluge-like, they lay whole nations wall© ; 
Debauches and excefs (though with lefs noife) 

As great a portion of mankind dellroys. 

The bealls and monllers Hercules opprell 
Might, in that age, fome provinces infell : 

Thefe more dellru^ive monllers are the bane 
Of every age, and in all nations reign : 

But foon would vanilh,, if the world were blefs’d 
With facred love, by which they are reprefs’d. 
Impendent death, and guilt tliat threatens hell, 
Are dreadful gueHs, which here with mortals dwell 
And a vex’d confcience, mingling with their joy 
Thoughts of defpair, does their whole life annoy : 
But, love appearing, all thofe terrors lly;. 

We live contented, and contented die^ 

P3 
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They in whofe breaft this facred love has place. 
Death, as a paffage to their joy, embrace. 

Clouds and thipk vapours, which obfcure the day. 
The fun’s vidtorious beams may chace away ; 
Thofe which our life corrupt and darken, love 
(The nobler £ar!) mull from the foul remove. ' 
Spots are obferv’d in that which bounds the yearj 
This brighter fun moves in a boundlefs Iphere : 

Of Heaven the joy, tl^ glory, and the light ; 
Shines among Angels, and admits no night. 
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CANTO V. 

T his iron age {fo fraudulent and bold!) 

Touch’d with this love, would be an age of gold 
Not, as they feign’d, that oaks Ihould honey dtop. 
Or land negledled bear an unfown crop c 
Lo\e would make all things eafy, fafe, and cheap 5 
None for himfelf would either fow or reap : 

Our ready help and mutual love would yield 
A nobler harveft than the richefl field ; 

Famine and death, confin’d to certain parts. 
Extended are bybairennefs of hearts. 

Some pine for want, wheio otheis fiirfeit now 5 
But tlien we fhould the ufe of plenty know. 

Love would betwixt the lich and needy Hand ; 

And fpread Heaven’s bounty with an equal hand ; 

At once the gi\eis and leceivers blefs ; 

Incrcafe their joy, and make their fuffering lefa^ 

Who for himfelf no miracle ould make, 

Difpens’d with fcveral for the people’s fake : 

He that, long-failing, would no wonder ihow. 

Made loaves and fifhes, as they eat them, grow# 

Of all his power, which boundlefs was above, 

Here he us’d none, but to exprefs his love : 

And fuch a love w^ould make our |oy exceed. 

Not ivhen our own, but other mouths, we teed* 

Laws would be ufelefs, which rude natuic awe; 
Love, changing nature, w^ould prevent the law’ ; 
nigers and lions into dens we thrull 3 
But milder creatures with their freedom trulli 

P4. 
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Devils are chain'd and tremble; but the Spoufe 
1^0 force but love, nor bond but bounty, knows*. 

Men {whom we now fo fierce and dangerous fee) 
Would guardian-angels to each other be : 

Such wonders can this mighty love perform ; 

Vultures to doves, wolves into lambs transform ! 

Love what Ifaiah prophefy'd can do. 

Exalt the valleys, lay the mountains low ; 

Humble the lofty, the rejeded raife. 

Smooth and make flreight our rough and crooked ways^ 
Love, ftrong as death, and like it, levels all 
With that pofieft, the great in title fall : 

Themfeitves efleem but equal to the leall. 

Whom Heaven with that high charader has bjlefi:®. 

This love, the centre of our union, can 
Alone bellow complete repofe on man : 

Tame his wild appetite, make inward peace^ 

And foreign ftxife among the nations ceafe. 

No martial trumpet fhould diflurb our reft. 

Nor Princes arm, though to fubdue the Eaft | 

Where for the Tomb fo many Heroes (taught 
Ey thofe that guided their devotion) fought. 

Thrice happy we, could we like ardour have 
To gain his love, as they to win his grave ! 

Love as he lov'd ! A love fo unconfin'd. 

With arms extended, would embrace mankindo 
Self-love would ceafe, or be dilated, when 
We fhould behold as many felfs as men : 

All of one family, in blood ally'd. 

His precious blood, that for our ranfom dy'd! 

CANTG 
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T H O U G H the creation (fo divinely taught 
Prints fuch a lively image on our thought^ 
That the firfl fpark of new*created light* 

From Chaos flrook, affeds our prefent fight : 
Yet the firft Chriftians did efteem more bled: 

The day of rifmg, than the day of reft ; 

That every week might new occaiion give* 

To make his triumph in their memory live. 
Then let our Mufe compofe a facred charm* 

To keep his blood among us ever warm ; 

And fmging* as the BlejSed do above* 

With our Idft breath dilate this flame of love. 
But* on fo vaft a fubjed* who can find 
Words that may reach th' ideas of his mind ? 
Our language fails : or, if it could fupply* 

What mortal thought can raife itfelf fo high i 
Defpairing here, we might abandon art* 

And only hope to have it in our heart. 

But though we find this facred talk too hard. 

Yet the defign* th’ endeavour, brings reward.. 
The contemplation does fufpend our w oe. 

And make a truce with all the ills we know. 
As"SauFs afflided fpirit, from the found 
Of David's harp, a prefent folace found : 

So on this theme while we our Mufe engage*. 

No wounds are felt* of fortune or of age*. 
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On divine love to meditate is peace. 

And makes all care of meaner things to ceafe* 
Amaz’d at once, and comforted, to fmd 
A boundlefs Power fo infinitely kind ; 

The foul contending to that light to fly 
From her dark cell, we pradife how to die ; 
Employing thus the Poet’s winged art, 

To reach this love, and grave it in our heart. 
Joy fo complete, fofolid, and fevere, 

Would leave no place for meaner pleafures there : 
Pale they would look, as fiars that miifi: be gone. 
When from the eaft the nfing fun comes on. 


ELEGY: BY MR. TALBOT. 

OCCASIONED BY READING AND TRANSCRIEINO 
MR. waller’s POEM OF DIVINE LOVE” 
AFTER HIS DEATH* 

S UCH were the M, the fweetefi, notes that hung 
Upon our dying fwan^s melodious tongue ; 

Notes, wbofe ftrong charms the dullefl: ear might move. 
And melt the hardeft heart in flames of love ; 

Notes, whofe feraphlc raptures fpeak a mind 
From human thoughts and earthly drofs refin’d; 

So juft their harmony, fo high their flight, 

Whth joy I read them, and with wonder wTite. 

Sure, happy Saint, this noble fong w^as given 
To fit thee for th’ appioaching joys of Heaven ; 

Love, 
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Love, wondrous love, whofe conquell: was tliy tlieme-9 
Has taught thy foul the airy way to climb : 

Love fnatch'd thee, like Elijah, to the {ky. 

In flames that not confume, but purify ; 

There, with thy fellow-angels mix’d, and free 
From the dull load of dim mortality. 

Thou feeFft new joys, and feed’ll thy ravifh’d fight. 
With unexhaufled beams of love and light : 

And fure, blefs’d fpirit, to compleat thy blifs. 

In Heaven thou fing’fl this fong, or one like this* 


OF 
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OF THE 

F- E A R OF GOD. 

IN TWO CANTOS. 


C A K T O I. 

T he fear of God is fieedom, joy, and peace 5 
And makes all ills that vex us here to ceafe : 
Though the word Fear fome men may ill endure, 

^Tis fuch a fear as only makes fecure, 

Aik of no Angel to reveal thy fate ; 

Look in thy heart, the mirror of thy ftate. 

He that invites will not th’ invited mock ; 

Opening to all that do in earnell knock. 

Our hopes are all well-grounded on this fear; 

AH our alTurance rolls upon that fpbere. 

This fear, that drives ail other fears aw ay, 
shall be my fong ; the morning of our day I 
Where that fear is, there 's nothing to be feared; 

It brings from heaven an Angel for a guard : 
Tranquillity and peace this fear does give ; 

Hell gapes ior thofe that do without it live. 

It is a beam, which he on man lets fall. 

Of light ; by which he made and governs all, 

Tis 
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*Tis God alone Ihould not o:Eended be ; 

But we pleafe others, as more great than he. 

For a good caufe, the fufFenngs of man 
May well be borne : "tis more than Angels can* 

Man, fince his fall, in no mean ilation reils. 

Above the Angels, or below the bcafls. 

He with true joy their hearts does only fill. 

That thirft and hunger to perform his will. 

Others, though rich, fhall in this world be "vext ; 

And fadiy live, in terror of the next. 

The * world’s great conqueror would his point purfue. 
And wept becaufe he could not find a new : 

Which had he done, yet fliil he w'ould have cry’d. 

To make him work, until a third he fpy’d. 

Ambition, avarice, will nothing owe 
To Heaven itfelf, unlefs it make them grow. 

Though richly fed, man’s care does fiill exceed : 

Has but one mouth, yet would a thoufand feed. 

In wealth and honour, by fuch men pofiefi. 

If it encreafe not, there is found no reft. 

All their delight is while their wilh comes in ; 

Sad when it Hops, as there had nothing been. 

^Tis ftrange men fhould negledt their piefent ilore. 
And take no joy, but in purfuing more ; 

No 1 though arriv’d at all the world can aim : 

This is the mark and glory of our frame. 

A foul capacious of the Deity, 

Nothing, 'but he that made, can fatisfy. 

Alejcander* 
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A thoufand worlds, if we with him compare^ 
Lefs than fo many drops of water are. 

Men take no pleafure but in new defigns : 

And vvhat they hope for what they have outfhine®, 
'Our fheep and oxen feem no more to crave ; 

With full content feeding on what they have ; 
Vex no't thenifelves for an encreafe of Hore ; 

But think to-morrow we fhall give them more. 
What we from day to day receive from Heaven,, 
They do from us expedil it fhould be given* 

We made them not, yet they on us rely; 

More than vain men upon the Deity ; 

More beafts than they ! that will not underftand,. 
That we are fed from his immediate hand, 

Man, that in him has Being, moves and lives,, 
What can he have or ufe but what he gives ? 

So that no bread can nourifhment aiFord,. 

Or ufeful be, without his Sacred Worda, 
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CANTO IL 

E arth praifes conquerors for Ihedding blood; 
Heaven, thofe that love their foes, and do them 
good- 

It is terreftrial honour to be crown’d 

For ilrowing men, like ruHies, on the ground. 

True glory ’tis to rife above them all. 

Without th’ advantage taken by their fall. 

He that in fight diminifhcs mankind. 

Does no addition to his flature find : 

Eut he that does a noble nature fhow^. 

Obliging others, flill does higher grow* 

For virtue pradlis’d fuch an habit gives. 

That among men he like an Angel lives- 
Humbly he doth, and without envy, dwell ; 

Lov’d and admir’d by thofe he does excelL 
Fools anger fhew, which politicians hide ; 

Elefl with this fear, men let it not abide- 
The humble man, when he receives a wTong, 

Refers revenge to whom it doth belong. 

Nor fees he reafori why he fhould engage. 

Or vex his fpirit, for another’s rage. 

Plac’d on a rock, vain men he pities, toft 
On raging waves, and in the tempeft loft. 

The rolling planets and the glorious fun 
Sfiiii keep that order which they firft begun : 

They their firft lelTon conftantly repeat, 

Which thek Creator, as a law, did fct. 
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Aborc, below, exactly all obey : 

Bat wretched men have found another way ; 
Knowledge of good and evil, as at firft, 

(That vain perfualion!) keeps them Hill accurfl! 

The Sacred Word refufing as a guide. 

Slaves they become to luxury and pride. 

As clocks, remaining in the fulful hand 
Of fome great mafter, at the %ure iland ; 

But when abroad, negleded they do go. 

At random ilnke, and the falfe hour do fhow ; 

So from our Maker wandering, we llray ; 

Like birds that know not to their nefts the way, 

Li him we dwelt before our exile here ; 

And may, returning, find contentment there ; 

True joy may find, perfection of delight ; 

Behold his face, and fhun eternal night. 

Silence, my Mufe ! make not thefe jew'els cheap^ 
Expofing to the world too large an heap. 

Of all we read, the Sacred Writ is befi : ; 

Where gieat truths are in fewefl words expreft* 

Wreftling with death, thefe lines I did indite j 
No other theme could give my foul delight. 

O, that my youth had thus employed my pen ! 

Or that I now could write as well as then ! 

But Ms of grace,, if ficknefs, age, and pain, 

Aie felt as throes, when we are born again : 

Timely they come to wean us from this earth j 
As pangs that wait upon a fecond births 

OF 
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DIVINE POESY. 

TWO CANTOS. 

OCCA'SIONED UPON SIGHT OF THE tlllD 
CiHAPTER OF ISAIAH, TURNED INTO 
VERSE BY MRS. WHARTON. 

CANTO I. 

P OETS we prize, when in their verfe we find 
Some great employment of a worthy mind. 

Angels have been inquifitive to know 
The fee ret, which this oracle does Ihow. 

VTat was to come, Ifaiah did declare ; 

Which fhc deferibes, as if flie had been there ; 

Had feen the wounds, which to the reader's view 
She draws fo lively, that they bleed anew. 

As ivy thrives, which on the oak takes hold : 

So, with the Prophet's, may her lines giow old! 

If they ftould die, who can the world can forgive, 
(Such pious lines!) when wanton Sappho's live? 
"Whonvifh his breath his image did iiifpire, 

Evpefis it Hioiild foment a nobler lire: 

Not love which brutes, as well as men may know 
Br: lo’ve like his, to whom that breath we owe, 

Vcife fo defign'd, on that high fubjed wrote, 

Is the perfedion of an atvient thought , 
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The fmoke which we from burning incenfe raife, 
When we complete the facrifice of praife. 

In boundlefs verfe the fancy foars too high 
For any objedt, but the Deity. 

What mortal can with Heaven pretend to lhare 
In the fuperlhtives of wife and fair I 
A meaner fubjedl when with thefe we grace, 

A giant’s habit on a dwarf we place. 

Sacred fhould be the produdl of our Mufe, 

Like that fweet oil, above all private ufe ; 

On pain of death forbidden to be made. 

But when it fhould be on the altar laid# 

Verfe fhews a rich ineflimable vein, 

Whcn^ dropp’d from heaven, ’tis thither fent again* 
Of bounty ’tis that he admits our praife. 

Which does not him, but us that yield it, raife* 
For, as that Angel up to heaven did rife. 

Borne on the flame of Manoah’s facrifice ; 

So, wing’d with praife, we penetrate the fky ; 
Teach clouds, and flars, to praife him as we fly ; 
The whole creation (by our fall naade groan !) 

His praife to echo, and fufpend their moan. 

For that he reigns all creatures fliould rejoice ; 

And we wdth fongs fupply their want of voice. 

The Church triumphant, and the Clmrch bclow> 

In fongs of praife^ their prefent union fhow : 

Their joys are full ; our expedation long ; 

In fife we difler, but we join in fong : 

Angels and we, afllfted by this art. 

May fmg together, though we dwell apart#- 
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’Thus we reach heaven, while vainer poems muft 
JJo higher rife, than winds may lift tire duft. 

From that they fpring; this, from his breath that gave 
To the firft duft th’ immortal foul we have- 
His praife weU fung (our great endeavour here) 

‘Shakes off the duft, and makes that breath appear. 
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CANTO II. 

H e * that did firft this way of writing gracc> 
Convers’d with the Almighty face to face ; 
Wonders he did in facred verfe unfolds 
When he had more than eighty winters told : 

The writer feels no dire efFecf of age ; 

Nor verfe^ that flows from fo divine a rage, 
Eldeft of Poets, he beheld the light. 

When firfl it triumph’d o’er eternal night : 

Chaos he faw ; and could diflindly tell 
How that confufion into order fell : 

As if confulted with, he has exprefl: 

T'he work of the Creator, and his reft : 

How the flood drown’d the firft offending race^ 
Which might the figure of our globe deface* 

For new-made earth, fo even and fo fair, 

Lefs equal now, uncertain makes the air : 
Surpriz’d v;ith heat and unexpeded cold. 

Early diftempers make our youth look old : 

Cur days fo evil, and fo few, may tell 
T hat on the ruins of that world we dwell. 

Strong as the oaks that nouriftx’d them, and high> 
That long-liv’d race did on their force rely, 
Negleding heaven* But we, of fhorter date ! 
Should be more mindful of impending Fate. 

To worms, that crawl upon this rubbilh here. 
This fpan of life may yet too long appear 5 

' * Mofes. 
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Enough to humble, and to make us great. 

If it prepare us for a nobler feat. 

Which well obferving, he, in numerous lines. 
Taught wretched man how faft his life declines : 
In whom he dwelt, before the v/orld was made ; 
And may again retire, when that ihall fade. 

The lading JHads have not lirM fo long. 

As his and Deborah’s triumphant fong. 

Delphos unknown, no Mufe could them infpire. 
But that which governs the celedial choir. 
Heaven to the pious did this art reveal ; 

And from their dore fucceeding Poets deal : 
Homer’s Scamander for the Trojans fought. 

And fweird fo high, by her old Kidion taught ; 
His river fcarce could fierce Achilles day ; 

Her’s, more faccefsful, fwept her foes away# 

The hod of heaven, his Phoebus and his Mars, 
He arms ; indrujded by her fighting dars. 

She led them all againft the common foe : 

But he (mif-led by what he faw below!) 

The Powers above, like w'retched men, divides. 
And breaks their union into diderent fidcs. 

The nobleft parts which in his Heroes ihiue. 

May be but copies of that Heroine. 

Homer himfelf and Agamemnon die 
The writer could, and tiie commander, be. 

Truth die relates, in a fublimer drain 

Tiian all the tales the bolded Greeks could feign : 

For what fhe fung, that Spirit did indite. 

Which gave her courage and fuccefs in fight# 
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A double garland crowns the matchlefs dame; 
From Heami her Poem and her Conquefl: came. 

Though of the Jews fhe merit mofl efteem ; 
Yet here the Chriftian has the greater theme ; 
Her martial fong defcribcs how Sifera fell ; 

This lings our triumpJi over death and helL 
The rifing light .employ'd the facred breath 
Of the bleft Virgin and Elizabeth. 

In fongs of 'joy the Angels fung his birth : 

Here, how he treated was upon the earth. 
Trembling we read I th' afEidion and the fcorn. 
Which, for'our guilt, fo patiently was borne! 
Conception, birth, and fusing, all belong 
(Though various parts*) to one celefhal fong : 
And fhe, well ufing fo divine an art. 

Has, in this conceit, fung the tragic part. 

As Hannah's feed was vow'd to facred ufe. 

So here this Lady confec rates her Mufe ; 

With like reward may Heaven her bed adorn. 
With fruit as fair, as by her Mufe is born ! 
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ON THE PARAPHRASE ON THE LORD'S FRATERjp 
WRITTEN BY MRS. WHARTON. 

S ILENCE, ye winds I Hften etherial lights! 

While onr Urania fings what Heaven indites : 

The Numbers are the Nymph's ; but from above 
Defcend^ the pledge of that eternal love. 

Here wretched mortals have not leave alone. 

But are inftru<5ted to approach his throne : 

And how can he to miferable men 

Deny requells, which his otvn hand did pen ? 

In the Evangelills we find the profe ; 

Which, paraphras'd by her, a Poem grows ; 

A devout rapture! fo divine a hymn. 

It may become the highell Seraphim I 
For they, like her, in that cclellial choir. 

Sing only what the Spirit docs infpire. 

Taught by our Lord, and theirs, with us they may 
For all, but pardon for offences, pray. 

SOME REFLECTION'S OF HIS UPON THE SEVERAL 
PETITIONS IN THE SAME PRAYER. 

I* T T I S facred name, with reverence profound, 

A A Sliould mention'd be, and trembling at the 
It was Jehovah ; 'tis our Father now ; [found I 

So low to us does Heaven vonchfafe to bow ! * 

He brought it down, that taught us how to pray j 
And did fo dearly for our railfom pay* 

Pfalm xvili* 9. 
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II. hngdom come. For this we pray in vaia^. 
Uniefs he does in our affedions reign t 
Abfurd it were to wifh for fuch a King, 

And not obedience to his fceptre bring ; 

Whofe yoke is eafy, and his burthen light 
His fervice freedom,, and his judgments right* 

III* Mu nvill be done,. In fad 'tis always done;. 
But, as in heaven,, it muH be made our own 
His will fhouid all our inclinations fway,. 

Whom nature and the univerfe obey.. 

Happy the man 1 whofe wiihes axe confin'd' 

To what has been eternally defign'd ; 

-Keferring all to his paternal care. 

To whom more dear, than to ourfelves,, we are*. 

IV. It is not what our avarice hoards up ; 

^ *‘’Tis he that feeds us, and that fills, our cup 
Like new-born babes, depending on. the breaft. 
From day to day, we on his bounty feafl*. 

Nor fhould the foul exped above a day. 

To dwell ia her- frail tenement of clay r 
The fetting fun fhould feem to bound our race,. 
And the new day a gift of fpecial grace.. 

, V. Thai he Jhozdd all our trefpajfes forgive^. 
Wliife we in hatred with our neighbours live ;, 
Though fo to pray may feem an eafy tafk. 

We curfe ourfelves when thus inclin'd we afk*. 
This prayer to ufe, we ought with equal care 
Our fouls, as to the Sa.crament, prepare. 

The noblefl worfhip of the Power above. 

Is to extol, and imitate, his love ; 



ON THE LORP’$ PRAYER. 

Not to forgive our enemies aIone> 

But ufe our bounty that they may be won, 

VL Qumd us from all temptations of the foe t 
And thofe we may in feveral Nations know : 

The rich and poor in fiippery places iiand : 

Give us enough ! but with a fparing hand ! 

Not ill-perfuading want ; nor wanting wealth j 
But what proportion’d is to life and health. 

For not the dead, but living, fing thy praife %. 

Exalt thy kingdom, and thy glory raife, 

Favete linguis ! ^ 

Virginibus puerifque canto/^ Hos.at 

ON THE FOREGOING DIVINE POEMS 

*1X7 H E N we for age could neither read nor write 
^ ^ The fubjefl made us able to indite : 

The foul, with nobler refolutions deckt. 

The body Hooping, does herfelf eredi : 

No mortal parts are requifite to raife 
Her, that unbody’d can her Maker praife. 

The feas are quiet, when the winds give o’er z 
So, calm are we, when pafTions are no more I 
For then we know how vain it was to boafl 
Of fleeting things, fo certain to be loH. 

Clouds of affedion from our younger eyes 
Conceal that empdnefs^ which age defciieSi^ 

^ See, in “ Duke^s Poems/’ an elegant compliment to Miv 
Waller, on tnis his 14t piodiwStioji* N* 
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The foul’s dark cottage, batter’d and decay’d. 

Lets in new light, through chinks that time has made; 
Stionger by weaknefs, wifcr men become. 

As they draw near to their eternal home ; 

Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view. 

That Hand upon the threfhold of the new* 

ft * * * * Miratur limen Olympi." Vino, 
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fragments, 

epigram*. 

S EDIBUS emigrans folitis, comitatns inermi 
Rex turbS, {implex et diadenia gerens, 

Ecc'e redit bino Carolus diademate cindus ; 

Hsec ubi nuda dedit pompa ; quid arma dabunt ? 

Ed. Waller, Armiger, Coll. Regah 

UNDER A lady’s PICTURE. 

S UCH Helen was ! and who can blame the f boy 
That in fo bright a flame confum’d his Troy ? 
But, had like virtue (hin’d in that fair Greek, 

The amorous fhepherd had not dat’d to feek. 

Or hope for pityj but, with filent moan. 

And better fate, had perillied alone. 

OF A lady WIK> writ in PRAISE OF MIR.®. 

W HILE {he pretends to make the graces knowa 
Of matchlefs Mira, fhe reveals her own: 

And, when flie would another’s praife indite. 

Is by her glafs inftruaed how to write. 

^ Flora Rex Redux being Cambridge verfes on the retui a 
of Charies U from tScotl and, after his coronation there in 1633, 
f Pana. 
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TO ONE MARRIED TO AN OLD MAN. 

S INCE thou wouldft needs (bewitch'd with fomc 
^iU chaims !) 

Be buiy'd in thofe monumental aims : 

All we can wifh, is — May that earth lie light 
Upon thy tender limbs I and fo good night I 

AN EPIGRAM 

ON A FAINTED LADY WITH ILL TEETH. 

W ERE men fo dull they could not fee 
That Lyce painted ; fliould they flee, 
liive firaple birds, into a net. 

So grofsly w-oven, and ill fet ? 

Her own teeth would undo the knot, 

And let all go that die had got. 

Thofe teeth fair Lyce muft not fhow. 

If (he w'Quld bite : her lovers, though 
Like birds they ftoop at feeming grapes. 

Are difibus'd when firft fhe gapes : 

The rotten bones difcover'd theie. 

Shew 'tis a painted fepulchre. 

EPIGRAM UPON tHE GOLDEN MEDAL, 

O U R guard upon the royal fide ! 

On the reverie, our beauty's pride I 
Here we difeern the frown and fmile , 

The force and glory of our Ille, 
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ON THE GOLBEH MEDAl. 

In the rich Medals both fo like 
Immortals {land, it feems antique; 

Carv’d by fome mailer^ when the bold 
Giceks made their Jove defcend in gold; 

And Danae wondering at that Ihower, 

Which; falling, ftorm’d her brrzen toweu 
Eritannia theie, the Fort in vain 
Had batter’d been with golden rain; 

Thunder itfelf had fail’d to pafs; 

Virtue ’s a Wronger guard than brafs. 


WRITTEN ON A CARD THAT HER* MAJESTY TORE 
AT OMBRE, 

T H E cards you teai in value rife. 

So do the wounded by your eyes. 

Who to ccleilial things afpire. 

Are by that palHon rais’d the higher. 


TO MR. GRANVILLE (AFTERWARDS LORD 
LANDSDOWN) on his verses to K, JAMES I 

A n early plant! which fuch a blolTom bears. 

And fliews a genius fo beyond his years ; 

A judgment 1 that could make fo fair a choice ; 

So high a fubjed, to employ his voice : 

Still as it grows, how fweetly will he fmg 
The growing greatnefs of our matchlefs King I 

Queen Catharine. 
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LONG AND SHORT LIFE, 

C ircles are prais'd, not that abound 
In largenefs, but th' exactly round ; 

So, life we i^raife, that does excel 
Not in much time, but afling welL 

TRANSLATED OUT OF SPANISH,, 

T EIOUGH we may feem importunate. 

While your compaffion ive implore : 

They, whom you make too fortunate. 

May with prefumption vex you more, 

TRANSLATED OUT OF FRENCH. 

F ade, flowers, fade; nature will have it fo j 
'Tis but what we mud in our autumn do ! 
Apd, as your leaves lie quiet on the ground, 

The lofs alone by thofe that lov'd them found : 

So, in the grave, fliall we as quiet lie ; 

Mifs’d by fome few that lov'd our company. 

But fome fo like to thorns and nettles live, 

That none for tliem can, when they periih, grieve. 
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SOME VERSES OF AN IMPERFECT COPY, 
DESIGNED FOR A FRIEND, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF OVID’s FASTI. 

R ome's holy days you tell, as if a gucfi: 

With the old Romans you were wont to feafl. 
Nuina’s religion, by themfelves believ’d. 

Excels the true, only in fhew receiv’d. 

They made the nations round about them bow. 

With their Didators taken from the plough : 

Such power has juftice, faith, and honellyi 
The world was conquer'd by morality. 

Seeming devotion does but gild a Icnave, 

That 's neither faithful, honeft, juft, nor brave ; 

But, where religion does with virtue join, 

It makes a Hcio like an Angel ftiine. 


ON THE STATUE OF KING CHARLES THE FIRSt, 
AT CHARING-CROSS. 

IN THE YEAR 1 674. 

T hat the Fiift Charles does here in triumph ride; 

See his Son reign, where he a Mart}i d/d, 

And people pay that ret erence, as thej' pafs, 

(Winch then he wanted I) to the facied brafs ; 

Is not th’ efTecl of gratitude alone, 

’I'a u hich we ov;c the flatue and the ftone* 

VoL. XVI. R But 
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But Heaven this lafting monument has Wfought^, 

That mortals may eternally be taught, 

Kebellion, though fuccefsful, h but vain ; 

And Kings fo kill’d rife conquerors again. 

This truth the royal image does proclaim,. 

Loud as the trumpet of furviving Fame. 

PRIDE. 

N ot the brave * Macedonian Youth alone ; 

But bafe Caligula, when on the throne, 
Boundlefs in power, would make himfelf a God ; 

As if the world depended on his nod. 

The f Syrian King to beafts was headlong thrown. 

Ere to himfelf he could be mortal known. 

The meaneft wretch, if Heaven Ihould give him line. 
Would never Hop, till he were thought divine : 

All might within difcern the ferpent’s pride, 

If from ouifelves nothing ourfelves did hide. 

Let the proud peacock his gay feathers fpread. 

And woo the female to his painted bed : 

Let winds and feas together rage and fwell : 

This nature teaches, and becomes them well. 

^ Ffidt’ ‘was not made for men : a confcious fenle 
Of guilt and folly, and their confequence, 

Deftroys the claim : and to beholders tells, 

Here nothing, but the 'fhjipe of manhood, dweiU.. 

* Alexander, 

■f Nebuchadnezzar* 

% Eccluo. X. j8* 

spitAph 
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EPITAPH ON SIR GEOROE SPEKE. 


U NDER this Hone lies virtue, 3?-outh, 
Unblemifh’d probity, and truth : 

Juft unto all relations known, 

A worthy patriot, pious fon : 

Whom neighbouring towns fo often fent. 

To give their fenfe in Parliament ; 

With lives and fortunes trufting one. 

Who fo difcreetly us'd his own. 

Sober he was, wife, temperate; 

Contented with an old eflate. 

Which no foul avarice did increafe. 

Nor wanton luxury make lefs. 

While yet but young, his father dy’d. 

And left him to an happy guide : 

Not Lemuels mother with more care 
Did counfel or inftrud her heir ; 

Or teach with more fuccefs her fon 
The vices of the time to Ihun. 

An heirefs fhe ; while yet alive. 

All that was her's to him did give : 

And he juft gratitude did fhow 
To one that had oblig’d him fb r 
Nothing too much for her he thought. 

By whom he was fo bred and taught. 

So (early made that path to tread, 

"Which did his youth to honour lead) 

His ftiort life did a^p^tter?! give. 

How neighbours, huihands, friends, fiiouid 11 ve.- 
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The virtues of a private life 
Exceed the glorious noife and flrife, 

Of battles won : in thofe we find 
The folid interefi: of mankind. 

Approv'd by all, and lov'd fo well, 

'Though young, like fruit that *s ripe, he fell 

EPITAPH ON COLONEL CHARLES CAVENDISH. 

H ere lies Charles Ca'ndifh : let the marble fione, 
That hides his afhes, make his virtue known. 
Beauty and valour did his fhort life grace; 

The grief and glory of his noble race 1 
Early abroad he did the world furvey. 

As if he knew he had not long to fiay : 

Saw what great Alexander in the Eafi, 

And mighty Julius conquer'd in the weft. 

Then, with a mind as great as theirs, he came 
To find at home occafion for his fame : 

Where dark confufion did the nations hide. 

And where the julkr was the weaker fide. 

Two loyal brothers took their Sovereign's part, 
Employ'd their wealth, their courage, and their art 
The * elder did whole regiments afford ; 

The younger brought his condud and his fword. 

Born to command, a leader he begun. 

And on the rebels lading honour won: 


* William Earl of Devonfkiie. 



EPITAPH ON COL. CAVENDISH. 


The Horfc, in0:ru(3:ecl by their General^s worth. 
Still made the King ^ idoiious in the North ; 
Where Ca'ndilh fought, the Royalifts prevail'd ; 
Neither his courage nor his judgment fail’d : 

The current of his vidories found no Hop, 

Till Cromwell came, his party’s chiefeft prop* 
Equal fuccefs had fet thefe champions high. 

And both refolv’d to conquer or to die : 

Virtue with rage, fury with valour, ilrove; 

But that muH fall which is decreed above ! 
Cromwell, with odds of number and of fate, 
Remov’d this bulwark of the Church and State: 
Which the fad iffue of tiie war declar'd. 

And made his talk, to ruin both, lefs hard*. 

So when the bank negleded is o’erthrown, 

The boundlefs torrent does the country drown. 
Thus fell the young, the lovely, and the brave ; 
Strew bays and flowers upon his honour’d grave I 

EPITAPH ON THE LADY SEDLEY, 

H ere lies the learned Savil’s heir; 

So early wife, and lading fair I 
That none, except her years they told. 

Thought her a child, or thought her old* 

All that her father knew, or got, 

Ilis art, his wealth, fell to her lot : 

And die fo well improv’d that ftock,, 

Both of his knowledge and his flock > 
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That Wit and Fortune, reconcird 
In her, upon each other fmird. 

While Ihe to every well-taught mind 
Was fo propitioufly inclinM, 

And gave fuch title to her flore. 

That none, but th’ ignorant, were pooiv 
The Mufes daily found fuppHes, 

Roth from her hahd^ and from her eyes ; 
Her bounty did at once engage. 

And matchlefs beauty warm their rage. 
Such was this dame in calmer days* 

Her n'ation^s ornament and praife ! 

But when a ftorm diliurb’d our reil. 

The port and refuge of th’ oppreft. 

This made her fortune underftood. 

And look’d on as fome public good; 

So that (her perfon and her flate 
Exempted from the common fate) 

In all our civil fury flie 
Stood, like a facred temple, free. 

May here her monument ftand fo. 

To credit this rude age I and Ihow* 

To future times, that even we 
Some patterns did of virtue fee: 

And one fublime example had 
Of good, among fo many bad. 
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epitaph 

to BE WRITTEN XT N D E R T H E L A T 1 
INSCRIPTION UPON THE T9MB OF TH E 
O'NLY SON OF THE LORD ANDOVER# 

^_^Ig Englifh. reader ihould be told, 

A In our own language, what this tomb does hold® 
®Tis not a noble corpfe alone does lie 
Under this ftone, but a whole family : 

His parents’ pious care> their name> their joy^ 

And all their hope, lies buried with this boy : 

This lovely youth 1 for whom we all made moan. 

That knew his worth, as he had been our own. 

Had there been fpace, and years enough allow’d. 

His courage, wit, and breeding to have ihow’d, 

We had not found, in all the numerous roll 
Oi his fam’d ancellors, a greater foul ; 

His early virtues to that ancient ftock 
Gave as much honour as from thence he took* 

Like buds appearing ere the frofts are pad. 

To become man he made fuch fatal hafte j 
And to perfedion labour’d fo to climb. 

Preventing flow experience and time 5 
That ’tis no wonder death our hopes beguird s 
He ’s feldom old, that will not be a child. 


R 4 
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EPITAPH, UNFINISHED. 

G R eat foul I for ‘W'hom death will no longer 
But fends in hafte to fnatch oixr blifs aw aj. 

O cruel death I to thofe you take more kind. 

Than to the wretched mortals left behind I 
Here beauty, youtli, and noble virtue fhinM ; 

Free from the clouds of pride that lhade the mind* 
Infpir’d verfe may on this marble live. 

But can no honour to thy afhes give. 

-Sf # * 
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EPITAPH 

ON HENRY DUNCH, ESCJ^; 

IN NEWINGTON CHURCH IN OXFORDSHIRE^ l6S.6» 

H ere lies the prop and glorv of liis race> 
Who, that no time his memory may deface^ 
His grateful wife, under this fpeaking ftone 
His afhes hid, to make his merit known. 

Sprung from an opulent and worthy line, 

Whofe Well- us'd fortune made their virtues lhine> 

A rich example his fair life did give. 

How others fhould with their relations live* 

A pious fon, a hulband, and a friend. 

To neighbours too his bounty did extend 
So far, that they lamented when he died. 

As if all to him had been near allied. 

His curious youth would men and manners know,^ 
Which made him to the fouthern nations go. 

Nearer the fun, though they more civil feem. 
Revenge and luxury have their efteem j 
Which well obfcrving, he return'd with more 
Value for England than he had before; 

Her true religion, and her Hatutes too. 

He pradtifed not lefs than feek'd to know ; 


And 
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And the whole country griev’d for their ill fate. 
To lofe fo good, fo juft a magiftrate. 

To Ihed a tear may readers be inclin’d. 

And pray for one he only left behind ; 

Till flie who does inherit his eftate, 

Ivlay virtue love like him, and vices hate. 
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MR. WALLER’S MONUMENT, 

In BeconsfieldChuich-yard in Buckinghamfhire 5 

■Written by Mr. R Y M E r, late Hifloriographer-roya!, 


ON THE WEST END. 
EDMUNDI WALLER HIC JACET ID 
QUANTUM MORTI CESSIT; QUI INTER 
POETAS SUl TEMPORIS FACILE 
PRINCEPS, LAUREAM, QUAM MERUIT 
adolescens, octogenarius haud 
ABDICAVIT. HUIC DEBET FATRIA 
LINGUA QUOD CREDAS, SI GRiECE 
LATINEQUE INTERMITTERENT, MUSiE 
LOQUI AMARENT ANGLICE. 

ON 
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ON THE SOUTH SIDE. 

HEUS, VIATOR! TUMULATUM VIDES 
EDMUNDUM WALLER, QUI TANTI 
NOMINIS POETA, ET IDEM AVITIS 
OPIBUS, INTER PRIMOS SPECTABILIS, 
MUSIS SE DEBIT, ET PATRI^, 
NONDUM OCTODECENNALIS, INTER 
ARDUA REGNI TRACTANTES SEDEM 
HABUIT, A' EURGO DE AGMONDESHAM 
MISSUS. HIC VITiE CURSUS j NEC 
ONERI DEFUIT SENEXj VIXITQUE 
SEMPER POPULO CHARUS, PRINCIPIBUS 
IN DELICIIS, ADMIRATIONI OMNIBUS. 
HIC CONDITUR TUMUI.O SUB EODEM 
RARA VIRTUTE ET MULTA PROLE 
NOBILIS UXOR, MARIA EX BRESSYORUM 
FAMILIA, CUM EDMUNDO WALLER, 
CONJUGE CHARISSLMO : QUEM TER ET 
DECIES LiETUM FECIT PATREM, V FI- 
LIIS, FILIABUS VIII; QTJOS MUNDO 
DEBIT, ET IN COELUM REDIIT. 


0 N 
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ON THE EAST END. 

EDMUNDUS WALLER CUI HOC MARMOR 
SACRUM EST, COLESHILL NASCENDI 
•LOCUM HABUIT; CANTABRIGIAM 
S.TUDENDI; PATREM ROBERTUM ET 
EX HAMPDENA STIRPE MATREM; 

COEPIT VIVERE IIP MARTH, A. D. MDCV, 
PRIMA UXOR ANNA EDWARDI BANKS 
FILIA UNICA HjERES. EX PRIMA BIS 
PATER FACTUS ; EX SECUNDA 
TREDECIES; CUI ET DUO LUSTRA 
SUPERSTES, OEIIT XXI OCTOB. 

A. D, MDCLXXXVII, 

ON THE NORTH SIDE, 

HOC MARMORE EDMUNDO WALLER 
MARI^EQUE EX SECUNDIS NUPTHS 
CONJUGI, PIENTISSIMIS PARENTIBUS, 
PIISbIME' PARENTAVIT EDMUNDUS 
FILIUS HONORES BENE-MERENTIBUS 
EXTREMOS DEBIT QUOS IPSE FUGIT. 
EL. W. I. F. H. G. EX TESTAMENT© 

H. M. P. IN JUL. MDCC. 
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